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Alternis igttur contendere versibus amb* 
Caper e ; aUernot nnuee meministe valebant. 

Vino* 

On themes alternate now the swains recite ; 
The muses in alternate themes delight. 

KLPHlNSTOtt. 

AMONG the various censures which the unavoid- 
able comparison of my performances, with those of 
my predecessors, has produced, there is none mora 
general than that of uniformity. Many of my readers 
remark the want of those changes of colours, which 
formerly fed the attention with unexhausted novelty, 
and of that intermixture of subjects, or alternation of 
manner, by which other writers relieved weariness, 
and awakened expectation. 

I have, indeed, hitherto avoided the practice of 
uniting gay and solemn subjects in the same paper, 
because it seems absurd for an author to counteract 
himself, to press at once with equal force upon both 
parts of the intellectual balance, or give medicines, 
which, like the double poison of Dry den, destroy the 
force of one another, i have endeavoured sometimes 
to divert, and sometimes to elevate $ but have una- 
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gined it an useless attempt to disturb merriment by 
solemnity, or interrupt seriousness by drollery. Yet 
I shall this day publish two letters of very different 
tendency, which, I hope, like tragi-comedy, may 
chance to please even when they are not critically 
approved. 

To the RAMBLER. 

DEAR SIR, 

Though, as my mamma tells me, I am too young to 
talk at the table, I have great pleasure in listening to 
the conversation of learned men, especially when they 
discourse of things which I do not understand 5 and 
have, therefore, been of late particularly delighted 
with many disputes about the alteration of the style, 
which, they Say, is to be made by act of parliament. 

One day when my mamma was gone out of the 
room, I asked a very great scholar what the style was ? 
He told me, he was afraid I should hardly understand 
him when he informed me, that it was the stated and 
established method of computing time. It was not, 
indeed, likely that I should understand him ; for I 
never yet knew time computed in my life, nor cao 
imagine why we should be at so much trouble to count 
what we cannot keep. He did not tell me whether 
we are to count the time past, or the time to come j 
but I have considered them both by myself, and think 
it as foolish to count time that is gone, as money that 
19 spent ; and as for the time which is to come, it only 
»eems farther off by counting) and, therefore, when 
any pleasure is promised me, I. always think of the 
time as little as I can. 

I have since listened very attentively to every one 
that talked upon this subject, of .whom the greater part 
seem not to understand it better than myself ; for,, 
though they often hint how much the nation has been 
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mistaken, and rejoice that we are at last growing wiser 
than our ancestors, I have never been able to discover 
from them that any body has died sooner or been mar- 
ried later for counting time wrong ; and, therefore, I 
began to fancy, that there was great bustle with little 
consequence. 

At last, two friends of my papa, Mr. Cycle, and 
Mr. Starlight, being, it seems, both of high learning, 
and able to make an almanack, began to talk about 
the new style. Sweet Mr. Starlight — I am sure I shall 
leve his name as long as I live j for he told Cycle 
roundly, with a fierce look, that we should never be 
right without a year of confusion. Dear Mr. Ram-« 
BLsr, did you ever hear any thing so charming ? a 
whole year of confusion ! When there has been a rout 
at mamma's, I have thought one night of confusion 
worth a thousand nights of rest ; and if I can but see 
a year of confusion, a whole year, of cards in one 
room, and dancings in another, here a feast, and there 
a masquerade, and plays, and coaches, and hurries, 
and messages, and milliners, and raps at the door, and 
visits, and frolicks, and new fashions, I shall not care 
what they do with the rest of the time, nor whether 
they count it by the old style or the new j for I am 
resolved to break loose from the nursery in the tumult, 
and play my part among the rest - 9 and it will be strange 
if J cannot get a husband and a chariot in the year of 
confusion. 

Cycle, who is neither so young nor so handsome as 
Starlight, very gravely maintained, that all the per- 
plexity may be avoided by leaping over eleven days in 
the reckoning j and, indeed, if it should come only to 
this, I think the new style is a delightful thing ; for 
my mamma says 1 shall go to court when I am six- 
teen, and if they can but contrive often to leap over 
Eleven (lays together, the mouths of restraint will soon 
be at an end. It is strange, that, w\th all the plots 
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that have been laid against time, they could never kill 
it by act of parliament before. Dear Sir, if you have 
any vote or interest, get them but for once to destroy 
eleven months, and then I shall be as old as some mar- 
ried ladies. But this is desired only if you think they 
■will not comply with Mr. Starlight's scheme ; for no- 
thing surely could please me like a year of confusion, 
when 1 shall no longer be fixed this hour to my pen, 
and the next to my needle, or wait at home for the 
dancing-master one day, and the next for the musick- 
master, but run from ball to ball, arid from drum to 
drum ; and spend all my time without tasks, and with- 
out accounts and go out without telling whither, and 
come home without regard to prescribed hours, or 
family-rules, 

J am, sir, 

your humble servant, 

PROrERANTIA. 



Mr. Rambler, 

I was seized this morning with an unusual pensive- 
ness, and finding that books only served to heighten it, 
took a ramble into the fields, in hopes of relief and in- 
vigoration from the keenness of the air and brightness 
of the sun. 

As I wandered, wrapped up in thought, my eyes were 
struck with the hospital for the reception of deserted 
intants, which 1 surveyed with pleasure, till, by a na- 
tural train of sentiment, 1 began to reflect on the fate 
of the mothers. For to \* hat shelter can they fly > 
Only to the arms of their betrayer, which, j>erhnps, 
are now no longer open to receive then) ± and then 
how quick must be the transition from deluded virtue 
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to shameless guilt, and from shameless guilt to hope- 
less wretchedness ! 

The anguish that I felt left me no rest till I had, by 
four means, addressed myself to the public on behalf 
of those forlorn creatures, the women of the town j 
whose misery here might satisfy the most rigorous 
Censor, and whose participation of our common na- 
ture might surely induce us to endeavour, at least, 
their preservation from eternal punishment. 
- These were all once, if not virtuous, at least inno- 
cent -, and might still have continued blameless and 
easy, but for the arts and insinuations of those whose 
rank, fortune, or education, furnished them with means 
to corrupt or to delude them. Let the libertine re* 
fleet a moment on the situation of that woman, who, 
being forsaken by her betrayer, is reduced to the ne- 
cessity of turning prostitute for bread, and judge of 
tfee enormity of his guilt by the evils which it pro- 
duces. 

It cannot be doubted but that numbers follow this 
dreadful course of life, with shame, horror, and regret; 
but where can they hope for refuge ? " The world i& 
not their friend, nor the world's law" Their sighs, 
and tears, and groans, are criminal in the eye of their 
tyrants, the bully and the bawd, who fatten on their 
misery, and threaten them with want, or a gaol, if 
they shew the least design of escaping from their 
bondage. 

" To wipe all tears from off all faces,*' is a task too 
hard for mortals ; but to alleviate misfortunes is often 
within the most limited power : yet the opportunities 
which every day affords of relieving the most wretched 
of human beings are overlooked and neglected, with 
equal disregard of policy and goodness. 

There are places, indeed, set apart, to which these 
unhappy creatures may resort, when the diseases of 
incontinence seize upon them 3 but if they obtain a 
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cure, to what are they reduced ? Either to return with, 
the small remains of beauty to their former guilt, or 
perish in the streets with nakedness and hunger. 

How frequently have the gay and thoughtless, in 
their evening frolicks, seen a band of these miserable 
females, covered with rags, shivering with cold, and 
pining with hunger ; and, without either pitying their 
calamities, or reflecting upon the cruelty of those who, 
perhaps, first seduced them by caresses of fondness, or 
magnificence of promises, go on to reduce others to the 
same wretchedness by the same means ? 

To stop the inqrea-e of this deplorable multitude 
is undoubtedly the first and most pressing considera- 
tion. To prevent evil i* the great end of government, 
the end for which vigilance and severity are property 
employed. But surely those whom passion or interesi 
have already depraved, have some claim to com pas 
sion, from beings equally frail and fallible with thero 
selves. Nor would they long groan in their presei 
afflictions, if none were to retuse them relief, but tho 
that owe their exemption from the same distress or 
to their wisdom and their virtue. 

lam, SfC 

AMICUJ 
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Sapere aude, 
Jncipe. Vivendi recte qui prorogat boram, 
Rusticus expect at dum defluat am n't s : at ille 
Labitury \s labetur in omne volubilh ovum, 

HOE. 

Begin, be bold, and venture to be wise ; 

He who defers this work from day to day, 

Does on a river's bank expecting stay, 

Till the whole stream which stopp'd him should be gone. 

That runs, and as it runs, for ever will run on. 

COWLEY. 



An ancient poet, unreasonably discontented at the pre- 
sent state of things, j»bich his system of opinions ob- 
liged him to represent in its worst form, has observed 
of the earth, that its greater part is covered by the 
" uninhabitable ocean j that of the rest some is en- 
** cumbered with naked mountains, and some lost un- 
" der barren sands ; some scorched with uninterrup- 
ted heat, and some petrified with perpetual frost ; 
so that only a few regions remain for the product ioa 
of fruits, the pasture of cattle, and the accommoda- 
tion o£man f " 
The same observation may be transferred to the 
time allotted us io our present state. When we have 
deducted all that is absorbed in sleep, all that is in- 
evitably appropriated to the demands of nature, or ir- 
resistibly engrossed by the tyranny of custom ; all that 
passes in regulating the superficial decorations of life, 
or is given up in the reciprocations of civility to the 
disposal of others ; all that is torn from us by the 
violence of disease, or stolen impreceptibly away by. 
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lassitude and languor $ we shall find that part of our 
duration very small of which we can truly call our- 
selves masters, or which we can spend wholly at our 
own choice. Many of our hours are lost in a rotation 
of petty cares, in a constant recurrence of the same 
employments j many of our provisions for ease or hap- 
piness are always exhausted by the present day ; and 
a great part of our existence serves no other purpose 
than that of enabling us to enjoy the rest. 

Of the few moments which are left in our disposal, 
it may reasonably be expected that we should be so 
frugal, as to let none of them slip from us without 
some equivalent ; and, perhaps, it might be found, 
that as the earth, however straitened by rocks and wa- 
ters, is capable of producing more than all its inhabit- 
ants are able to consume, our lives, though much con- 
tracted by incidental distraction, would yet afford us a 
large space vacant to the exercise of reason and virtue ; 
that we want not time, but diligence, for great per- 
formances ; and that we squander much of our allow- 
ance, even while we think it sparing and insufficient. 

This natural and necessary comminution of our 
lives, perhaps, often makes us insensible of the negli- 
gence with which we suffer them to slide away. We 
never consider ourselves as possessed at once of time 
sufficient for any great design, and therefore indulge 
ourselves in fortuitous amusements. We think it un- 
necessary to take an account of a few supernumerary 
moments, which, however employed, could have pro- 
duced little advantage, and which were exposed to a 
thousand chances of disturbance and interruption. 

It is observable, that, either by nature or by habit, 
our faculties are fitted to images of a certain extent, to 
which we adjust great things by division, and little 
things by accumulation. Of extensive surfaces we 
can only take a survey, as the parts succeed one an* 
ether 5 and atoms we cannot perceive till they are 
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united into masses. Thus we break the vast periods 
of time into centuries and years 5 and thus, if we 
would know the amount of moments, we must agglo- 
merate them into days and weeks. 

The proverbial oracles of our parsimonious ancestors 
have informed us, that the fatal waste of fortune is by 
small expences, by the profusion of sums too little 
singly to alarm our caution, and which we never suffer 
ourselves to consider together. Of the same kind is 
the prodigality of life ; he that hrpcs to look back 
hereafter with satisfaction upon past years, must learn 
to know the present value of single minutes, and en- 
deavour to let no particle of time fall useless to the 
ground. 

It is usual for those who are advised to the attain- 
ment of any new qualification, to look upon them- 
selves as required to change the general course of their 
conduct, to dismiss business, and exclude pleasure, and 
to devote their days and nights to a particular atten- 
tion But all common degrees of excellence are at- 
tainable at a lower price ; he that should steadily and 
resolutely assign to any science or language those in- 
terstitial vacancies which intervene in the most crowded 
variety of diversion or employment, would find every 
day new irradiations of knowledge, and discover how 
much more is to be hoped from frequency and perse- 
verance, than from violent efforts and sudden desires j 
efforts which are soon remitted when they encounter 
difficulty, and desires which, if they are indulged too 
often, will shake off the authority of reason, and range 
capriciously from one object to another. 

The disposition to deter every important design to a 
time of leisure, and a state of settled uniformity, pro- 
ceeds generally from a false estimate of the human 
powers. If we except those gigantic and stupendous 
intelligences who are said to grasp a system by in- 
tuition, and bound forward from one series of conclu- 
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Vions to another, without regular steps through inter- 
mediate propositions, the most successful students 
make their advances in knowledge by short flights, be- 
tween each of which the mind may lie at rest. For 
every single act of progression a short time is suffi- 
cient ; and it is only necessary, that, whenever that 
time is afforded, it will be well employed. 

Few minds will be long confined to severe and la- 
borious meditation ; and when a successful attack on 
knowledge has been made, the student recreates him- 
self with the contemplation of his conquest, and for- 
bears another incursion till the new-acquired truth 
has become familiar, and his curiosity calls upon him 
for fresh gratifications. Whether the time of inter* 
mission is spent in company, or in solitude, in neces- 
sary business, or in voluntary levities, the understand- 
ing is equally abstracted from the object of inquiry ; 
but, perhaps, if it be detained by occupations less pleas- 
ing, it returns again to study with greater alacrity, 
than when it is glutted with ideal pleasures, and sur- 
feited with intemperance of application. He that will 
not suffer himself to be discouraged by fancied impos- 
sibilities, may sometimes find his abilities invigorated 
by the necessity of exerting them in short intervals, as 
the force of a current is increased by the contraction of 
its channel. 

From some cause like this it has probably pro- 
ceeded, that, among those who have contributed to the 
advancement of learning, many have risen to eminence 
in opposition to all the obstacles which external cir- 
cumstances could place in their way, amidst the tu- 
mult of business, the distresses of poverty, or the dis- 
sipations of a wandering and unsettled state. A great 
part of the life of Erasmus was one continual peregri- 
nation ; ill supplied with the gifts of fortune, and led 
from city to city, and from kingdom to kingdom, by 
the hopes of patrons and preferment, hopes which aU 
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ways flattered and always deceived him ; he yet found 
means by unshaken constancy, and a vigilant improve- 
ment of those hours, which, in the midst of the most 
restless activity, will remain unengaged, to write mors 
than another in the same condition would have hoped 
to read. Compelled by want to attendance and solici- 
tation, and so much versed in common life, that he has 
transmitted to us the most perfect delineation of the 
mannsrs of his age, he joined to bis knowledge of the 
world such application to books, that he will stand for 
ever in the first rank of literary heroes. How this 
proficiency was obtained he sufficiently discovers, by 
informing us, that the Praise of Folly, one of his most 
celebrated performances, was composed by him on the 
road to Italy : ne totum Mud tempus quo equo fuit insi- 
dendum, illiteratisfabulis tereretur, lest the hours which 
he was obliged to spend on horseback should be tat* 
tied away without regard to literature. 

An Italian philosopher expressed in his motto, that 
time was his estate; an estate, indeed, which will pro- 
dace nothing without cultivation, but will always 
abundantly repay the labours of industry, and satisfy 
the most extensive desires, if» no part of it be suffered 
to lie waste by negligence, to be over-run with noxious 
plants, or laid out for show father than for use, 
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1 

Gratum tst, quod patriae c'rvem, populoque dedisti 9 

Si facts ut patriae sit idoneus^utilis agris, 

U tilts et be I io rum et pads rebus agendis. 

Plurimum enim intererit, quibus artibus y et quibus bunctB 

Jbloribus instituas. 

JUV. 

Grateful the gift ! a member to the state. 

If you that member useful shail create ; 

Train'd both to war, and when the war shall ceaie, 

As fond, as fit t' improve the arts of peace. , 

For much it boots which way you train your boy, 

The hopeful object of your future joy. 

ELPH1KSTOS. 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Though you seem to have taken a view sufficiently T 
extensive of the miseries of life, and have employed 7 
much of your speculation on mournful subjects, you ' 
have not yet exhausted the whole stock of human in-' 
felicity. There is still a species of wretchedness which 
escapes your observation, though it might supply yptt 
with many sage remarks, and salutary cautions. 

I cannot but imagine the start of attention awakened 
by this welcome hint ; and at this instant see die Ram- 
3L&R snuffing his candle, rubbing his spectacles, stir* 
ring his fire, locking out interruption, and settling him* 
self in his easy chair, that he may enjoy a new cala- 
mity without disturbance. For, whether it be that 
continued sickness or misfortune has acquainted you 
only with the bitterness of being ; or that you imagine 
none but yourself able to discover what I suppose has 
beeu seen and felt by all the inhabitants of the world 5 
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whether you intend your writings as antidotal to the 
levity and merriment with which your rivals endea- 
vour to attract the favour of the publick j or fancy 
that you have some particular powers of dolorous de- 
clamation, and warble out your groans \r\lh uncommon 
elegauce or energy ; it is certain, that, whatever bo 
jour subject, melancholy for the most part bursts in 
up*n your speculation, your gaiety is quickly overcast, 
and though your readers may be flattered with hopes 
of pleasantry, they are seldom dismissed but with 
heavy hearts. 

That I may therefore gratify you with an imitation 
of your own syllables of sadness, I will inform you that 
I was condemned by some disastrous influence to bean 
only son, born to the apparent prospect of a large for- 
tune, and allotted to my parents at that time of life 
when satiety of common diversions allows the mind to 
indulge parental affection with greater intenseness. 
My birth was celebrated by the tenants with feasts, 
and dances, and bagpipes ; congratulations were sent 
from every family within ten miles round ; and my 
parents discovered in my first cries such tokens of 
future virtue and understanding, that they declared 
themselves determined to devote the remaining part of 
life to my happiness and the increase of their estate. 
The abilities of my father and mother were not per- 
ceptibly unequal, and education had given neither 
much advantage over the other. They had both kept 
good company, rattled in chariots, glittered in play- 
houses, and danced at court, and were both expert in 
the games that were in their time called in as auxili- 
aries against the intrusion of thought. 

When there is such a parity between two persons 
associated for life, the dejection which the husband, if 
he be not completely stupid, must always suffer for 
Want of superiority, sinks him to submissiveness. My 
mamma, therefore, governed the family without cou« 
vol. xxi. c 
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trol ; and except that my father still retained some 
authority in the stables, and now and then, after a 
supernumerary bottle, broke a looking-glass or china 
dish to prove his sovereignty, the whole course of the 
year was regulated by her direction, the servants re- 
ceived from her all their orders, and the tenants were 
continued or dismissed at her discretion. 

She therefore thought herself entitled to the super- 
intendence of her son's education 3 and when my fa- 
ther, at the instigation of the parson, faintly proposed' 
that I should be sent to school, very positively told 
him, that she would not surfer so fine a child to be 
ruined 3 that she never knew any boys at a grammar 
school that could come into a room without blushing, 
or sit at the table without some awkward uneasiness 3 
that they were always putting themselves into danger, 
by boisterous plays, or vitiating their behaviour with 
mean company 3 and that, for her part, she would 
rather follow me to the grave, than see me tear my 
clothes, and, hang down my head, and sneak about with 
dirty shoes and blotted fingers, my hair unpowdered, 
and my hat uncocked. 

My father, who had no other end in his proposal 
than to appear wise and manly, soon acquiesced, since 
I was not to live by my learning 3 for, indeed, he had 
known very few students that had not some stiffness 
jn their manner. They, therefore, agreed, that a do- 
mes tick tutor should be procured, and hired an honest 
gentleman of mean conversation and narrow senti- 
ments, but whom, having passed the common forms of 
Jiterary education, they implicitly concluded qualified 
to teach all that was to be learned from a scholar. He 
thought himself sufficiently exalted by being placed at 
the same table with bis pupil, and had no other view 
than to perpetuate his felicity by the utmost flexibility 
of submission to all my mother's opinions and caprices. 
IJe frequently took away my book, lest I should mope 
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with too much application, charged me never to write 
without turning up my ruffles, and generally brushed 
my coat before he dismissed me into the parlour. 

He had no occasion to complain of too burthensome 
an employment $ for my mother very judiciously con- 
sidered that I was not likely to grow politer in his com- 
pany, and suffered me not to pass any more time in 
his apartment than my lesson required. When I was 
summoned to my task, she enjoined me not to get any 
of my tutor's ways, who was seldom mentioned before 
me but for practices to be avoided. I was every mo- 
ment admonished not to lean on my chair, cross my 
legs, or swing my hands like my tutor : and once my 
mother very seriously deliberated upon his total dis- 
mission, because 1 began, she said, to learn his manner 
of sticking on my hat, and had his bend in my shoul- 
ders, and his totter in my gait. 

Such, however, was her care, that I escaped all these 
depravities - y and when I was only twelve years old, 
had rid myself of every appearance of childish diffi- 
dence. I was celebrated round the country for the 
petulance of my remarks, and the quickness of my re- 
plies ; and many a scholar five years older than my- 
self have I dashed into confusion by the steadiness of 
my countenance, silenced by my readiness of repartee, 
and tortured with envy by the address with which I 
picked up a fan, presented a snuff-box, or received an 
empty tea-cup. 

At fourteen I was completely skilled in all the nice- 
ties of dress, and I could not only enumerate all the 
variety of silks, and distinguish the product of a 
French loom, but dart my eye through a numerous 
company, and observe every deviation from the reign- 
ing mode. I was universally skilful in all the changes 
of expensive finery 5 but as every one, they say, has 
something to which he is particularly born, was emi- 
nently knowing in Brussels lace. 

C2 
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They next year saw me advanced to the trust and 
power of adjusting the ceremonial of an assembly. All 
received their partners from my hand, and to me every 
6tranger applied for introduction. My heart now dis- 
dained the instructions of a tutor, who was rewarded 
with a small annuity for life, and left me qualified, in 
my own opinion, to govern myself. 

In a short time I Came to London, and as my father 
was well known among the higher classes of life, soon 
obtained admission to the mo^t splendid assemblies and 
most crowded cacd- tables. Here 1 found myself uni- 
versally caressed and applauded : the ladies praised the 
fancy of my clothes, the beauty of my form, and the 
softness of my voice ; endeavoured in every place to 
force themselves to my notice 5 and invited by a thou* 
sand oblique solicitations my attendance to the play- 
house, and my salutations in the park. I was now 
happy to the utmost extent of my conception ; i pass- 
ed every morning in dress, every afternoon in visits, 
and every night in some select assemblies, where nei- 
ther care nor knowledge were suffered to molest us.- 
After a few years, however, these delights became 
familiar, and I had leisure to look round me with more 
attention. I then found that my flatterers had very 
little power to relieve the languor or satiety, or recre- 
ate weariness by varied amusement ; and, therefore, 
endeavoured to enlarge the sphere of my pleasures, and 
to try what satisfaction might be found In the society. 
of men. I will not deny the mortification with which 
I perceived, that every man whose name I had heard 
mentioned with respect, received me with a kind of 
tenderness nearly bordering on compassion - y and that 
those whose reputation was not well established, 
thought it necessary to justify their understandings, by 
treating me with contempt. One of these witlings 
elevated his crest, bv asking me in a full coffee hou*e 
the price of patches 5 and aaoiher whimpered thai he 
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wondered why Miss Frisk did not keep me that after- 
noon to watch her squirrel. 

When I found myself thus hunted from all mascu- 
line conversation by those who were themselves barely 
admitted, I returned to t!*j ladies, and resolved to de- 
dicate my life to their service and their pleasure. But 
J find that I have now lost my charms. Of those with 
whom I entered the gay world, some are married, some 
have retired, and some have so much changed their 
opinion, that they scarcely pay any regard to my civi- 
lities, if there is any other man in the place. The new 
flight of beauties to whom I have made my addresses 
suffer me to pay the treat, and then titter with boys. 
So that 1 now find myself welcome only to a few grave 
ladies, who, unacquainted with all that gives either 
use or dignity to life, are content to pass their hours be- 
tween their bed and their cards, without esteem from 
the old, or reverence from the young. 
• I cannot but think, Mr. Rambler, that I have rea- 
son to complain ; for surely the females ought to pay 
some regard to the age of him whose youth was passed 
in endeavours to please them. They that encourage 
felly in the boy, have no right to punish it in the man- 
Yet I find, that though they lavish their first fond- 
ness upon pertness and gaiety, they soon transfer their 
regard to other qualities, and ungratefully abandon 
their adorers to dream out their last years in stupidity 
and contempt. 

I am, fyc. 

FLORENTULUS. 



c3 
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Jit ntbis vita dominum yudsrentibut unum 

Lux iter «/, et clara dies., ct gratia simplex. 

Spent sequimurigradimurqaejidt.fruimurqiicfuturiS) 

Ad qua non veniunt prasentis gaudh vit<r y 

Xfec cur runt par iter eapta,et capiendo voluntas, 

PRUDENTIU*, 

We thro* this maze of life ore Lord obey ; 
Wno*e light and grace unerring, lead the way. 
By hope and faith secure of future bliss, 
Gladly the joys of present life we miss : 
For baffled mortals still attempt in vain, 
Present and future bliss at once to gain. 

F. LEWIS. 

That to please the Lord and Father of the universe, 
is the supreme interest of created and dependent be- 
ings, as it is easily proved, has been universally con- 
fessed ; and since all rational agents are conscious of 
having neglected or violated the duties prescribed to 
them, the fear of being rejected, or punished by God, 
has. always burthened the human mind. The expi- 
ation of crimes, and renovation of the forfeited hopes 
<pf divine favour, therefore, constitutes a large part of 
•very religion. 

Toe various methods of propitiation and atone-, 
ment which :ear and folly have dictated, or artifice 
and interest tolerated in the different parts of the 
world, however they may sometimes reproach or de- 
grade humanity, at least shew the general consent of 
all ages and nati ns in their opinion of the placability 
of the divine nature. That bod will forgive, may, 
indeed, be established as the first and fundamental 
truth of religion ; for though the knowledge of hit 
existence is the origin of philosophy, yet, without the 
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belief of his mercy, it would have little influence upon 
our moral conduct. There could be no prospect of 
enjoying the protection or regard of him, whom the 
least deviation from rectitude made inexorable for 
ever: and every man would naturally withdraw bis 
thoughts from the contemplation of a creator, whom 
he roust consider as a governor too pure to be pleased, 
and too severe to be pacified ; as an enemy infinitely 
wis*-, and infinitely powerful, whom he could neither 
deceive, escape, nor resist. 

Where there is no hope, there can be n » endeavour. 
A constant and unfailing obedience is above the reach 
of terrestrial diligence : and therefore the progress of 
life could only have been the natural descent of ne- 
gligent despair from crime to crime, had not the uni- 
versal persuasion of forgiveness to be obtained by 
proper mean* of reconciliation, recalled those to the 
paths of virtue whom their passions had solicited aside; 
and animated to new attempts, and firmer persever- 
ance, those whom difficulty had discouraged, or neg- 
ligence surprised. 

In times and regions so disjoined from each other, 
that there can scarcely be imagined any communication 
of sentiments either by c m me ice or tradition, has 
prevailed a general and uniform expectation of pro* 
vitiating God by corporal austerities, of anticipating 
nis vengeance by voluntary inflictions, and appeasing 
his justice by a speedy and cheerful submission to a less 
penalty when a greater is incurred. 

Incorporated minds will always feel some inclination 
towards exterior acts, and ritual observances. Ideas 
not represent dby sensible objects are fleeting, variable, 
and evanescent. We are not able to judge of the 
degree of conviction which operated at any particular 
time upon our own thoughts, but as it is recorded by 
tome certain and definite effect. He that reviews his . 
life in order to determine, the probability of his ac- 
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ceptance with God, if he could once establish the 
necessary proportion between crimes and sufferings, 
might securely rest upon his performance of the ex* 
piation ; but while safety remains the reward only of 
mental parity, he is always afraid lest he should decide 
too soon in his own favour, lest he should not have 
felt the pangs of true contrition ; lest he should mis* 
take satiety for detestation, or imagine that his passions 
are subdued when they are only sleeping. 

From this natural and reasonable diffidence arose, 
in humble and timorous piety, a disposition to con- 
found penance with repentance, to repose on human 
determinations, and to receive from some judicial sen- 
tence the stated and regular assignment of recorw 
ciliatory pain. We are never witling to be without 
resource: we seek in the knowledge of others a 
succour for our own ignorance, and are ready to trust 
any that will undertake to direct us when we have no 
confidence in ourselves. 

This desire to ascertain by some outward marks the 
state of the soul, and this willingness to calm the 
conscience by some settled method, have produced, as 
they are diversified in their effects by various tempers 
and principles, most of the disquisitions and rules, the 
doubts and solutioas, that have embarrassed the doc- 
trine of repentance, and perplexed tender and flexible 
minds with innumerable scruples concerning the neces- 
sary measures of sorrow, and adequate degrees of self- 
abhorrence j and these rules corrupted by fraud, or 
debased by credulity, have, by the common resiliency 
of the mind from one extreme to another, incited 
others to an open contempt of all subsidiary ordi- 
nances, all prudential caution, and the whole discipline 
of regulated piety. 

Repentance, howeyer difficult to be practised, is, if 
it be explained without superstition, easily understood. 
liffc/UarKc U the nlinjuitkmati qf o^ practice^ // a# 
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the conviction that it has offended God. Sorrow, and 
fear, and anxiety, are properly not parts, but adjuncts 
of repentance j yet they are too closely connected 
with it to be easily separated ; for they not only mark 
its sincerity, but promote its efficacy. 

No man commits any act of negligence or obstinacy, 
by which his safety or happiness m this world is en- 
dangered, without feeling the pungency of remorse. 
He who is fuJiy convinced that he Mirters by his own 
failure, can never forbear to trace back his miscarriage 
to its first cause, to image to himself a contrary be- 
haviour, and to form involuntary resolutions against 
the. like fault, even when he knows that he shall never 
again have the power of committing it. Danger con- 
sidered as imminent, naturally produces such trepi- 
datious of impatience as leave all human means of 
safety behind them • he that 'has once caught an 
alarm of terror is every moment seized with useless 
anxieties, adding one security to another, trembling 
with sudden doubts and distracted by the perpetual 
occurrence of i ew expede- ts. If, theretore, he 
whose crinies have deprived him of the favour of God, 
can reflect upon his conduct * ithout disturbance, or 
can at will baui-h the reflection; if he who considers 
bin. self as suspended over the abyss of eternal pei> 
dition only by the thread of life which must soon 
part by its own weakness, and which the wing of 
every minute may divide, can cast his eyes round him 
without shuddering with horror, or panting for secu- 
rity ; what can he judge of himself but that he is not 
yet aw akened to sufficient conviction, since every loss 
is more lamented than the loss or the divine favour* 
and every danger more dreaded than the danger of 
fioal condemnation ? 

heti etnent from the cares and pleasures of the 
vorld has been often recommended as useful to re- 
pentance. This at least is evident, that axery one 



S2 THE It AMBLER. "H* 110. 

retires, whenever ratiocination and recollection are 
required on other occasions : and surely the retrospect 
of life, the disentanglement of actions complicated 
with innumerable circumstances, and diffused in va- 
rious relations, the discovery of the primary movements 
of the heart, and the extirpation of lusts and appetites 
deeply rooted and widely spread, may be allowed to 
demand some secession from' sport and noise, and 
business and folly. Some suspension of common affairs, 
•some pause of temporal pain and pleasure, is doubtless * 
■necessary to him that deliberates for eternity, who is 
forming the only plan in which miscarriage cannot be 
-repaired, and examining the only question in which 
mistake cannot be recti tied. 

Austerities and mortifications are means by which 
-the mind is invigorated and roused, by which the 
attractions of pleasure are interrupted, and the chains 
of sensuality are broken. It is observed by one of the 
fathers, that he who restrains himself in tfie use of' things 
lawful, will never encroach upon thin *s forbidden. Ab- 
stinence, if nothing more, is, at least, a cautious retreat 
from the utmost verge of permission, and confers that 
■security which cannot be reasonably hoped by him 
*hat dares always to hover over the precipice of de- 
struction; or delights to approach the pleasures which 
he knows it fatal to partake. Austerity is the proper 
antidote to indulgence; the diseases of mind as well 
MB body are cured by contraries, and to contraries we 
should readily have recourse, if we dreaded guilt as we 
dread pain. 

The completion and sum of repentance is a change 
of life. That sorrow which dictates no caution, that 
tear which does not quicken our escape, that austerity 
which fails to rectify our affections, are vain and un- 
availing. But sorrow and terror must naturally pre- 
cede reformation ; for what other cause can produce 
it ? He, therefore, that feels himself alarmed by his 
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conscience, anxious for tbe attainment of a better 
state, and afflicted by tbe memory of his past faults, 
may justly conclude that tbe great work of repentance 
is begun, and hope by retirement and prayer, tbe na- 
tural and religious means of strengthening his con- 
viction, to impress upon bis mind such a sense of the 
divine presence, as may overpower the blandishments 
of secular delights, and enable him to advance from 
one degree of holiness to another, till death shall 
set him free from doubt and contest, misery and 
temptation. 

What better can we do than prostrate fall 
Before him reverent ; and there confess 
Humbly our faults, and pardon beg, with tears 
Wat'ring the ground, and with our sighs the stir 
Trequeming, sent from hearts contrite, in sij^n 
Qf sorrow unfeign'd, and humiliation meek? 
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* SOPBOCt 

Disaster -always waks on early wit. 

It has been observed, by long experience, that late 
springs produ*^ the greatest plenty. The delay of 
blooms an* nce > of" verdure and breezes, is for 

the most-p "ally recompensed by the exuberance 

ahd fecurn he ensuing seasons ; the blossoms 

nducU-Ue c 1 til) the year is advanced, and the 
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sun is high, escape those chilling blasts and nocturnal 
frosts* which are often fatal to early luxuriance, prey ' 
upon the first smiles of vernal beauty, destroy the" 
feeble principles of vegetable life, intercept the fruit 
in the gem, and beat down the flowers unopened to' 
the ground. 

I am afraid there is little hope of persuading the ' 
young and sprightly part of my readers, upon whom ' 
the spring naturally forces my attention, to learn from 
the great process of nature the difference between ' 
diligence and hurry, between speed and precipitation \ ■ 
to prosecute their designs with calmness, to watch the 
concurrence of opportunity, and endeavour to find the 
lucky moment which they cannot make. Youth is the 
time of enterprise and hope ; having yet no occasion 
of comparing our force with any opposing power, we 
naturally form presumptions in our own favour, and 
imagine that obstruction and impediment will give 
way before us. The first repulses rather inflame ve- 
hemence than teach prudence ; a brave and generous 
mind is long before it suspects its own weakness, or 
submits to sap the difficulties which it expected to 
subdue by storm. Before disappointments have en- 
forced the dictates of philosophy, we believe it in 
our power to shorten the interval between the first 
cause and the last effect j we laugh at the timorous 
delays of plodding industry, aud fancy that, by in- 
creasing the fire, we can at pleasure accelerate the 
projection. 

At our entrance into the world, when health land 
vigour give us fair promises of time sufficient for the 
regular maturation of our schemes, and a long enjoy- * 
ment of our acquisitions, we are eager to seize the : 
present moment ; we pluck every gratification within . 
our reach, without suffering it to ripen jgtaperfectiou, 
and crowd all the varieties of dclighteffto a narrow 
compass } but age seldoj* fails to cbaugptrux conduct i, 
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we grow negligent of time in proportion as we hav# 
less remaining, and suffer the last part of life to steal 
from us in languid preparations tor future under- 
takings, or blow approaches to remote advantages, in 
weak hopes of some fortuitous occurrence, or drowsy 
equilibrations of undetermined counsel. Whether 
it be that the aged, having tasted the pleasures of 
man's condition, and fouud them delusive, become 1cm 
anxious for their attainment j or that frequent mis- 
carriages have depressed them to despair, and frozen 
them to inactivity ; or that death shocks ihern mora 
as it advances upou them, and they are afraid to re- 
mind themselves of their decay, or to discover to their 
own hearts, that the time of trilling is past. 

A perpetual conflict with- natural desires seems to !>• 
the lot of our present state. In youth we require 
something of the tardiness and frigidity of age j and 
in age we must labour to recall the tiro and impetuosity 
of youth i in youth we must learn to expect, and in 
age to enjoy. 

The torment of expectation is, indeed, not easily to 
be borne at a time when every idea of gratification tires 
the blood, and flashes on the fancy ; when the heart 
is vacant to every fresh form of delight, and has no 
rival engagements to withdraw it from the impor- 
tunities of a new desire. Yet since the fear of missing 
what we seek, must always be proportionable to the 
happiness expected from possessing it, the passions, 
even in this tempestuous state, might be somewhat 
moderated by frequent inculcation of the mischief of 
temerity, and the hazard of losing that which we en- 
deavour to seize before our time. 

He that too early aspires to honours, must resolve 
to encounter not only the opposition of interest, but 
the malignity of envy. He that is too eager to be 
rich, generally endangers his fortune in wild adven- 
tures, and uncertain projects 5 and he that hastens too 

VOL. XXI. Z> 
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speedily to reputation, often raises his character b^ 
artifices and fallacies, decks himself in colours which 
quickly fade, or in plumes which accident may shake 
off, or competition pluck away. 

The danger of early eminence has been extended 
by some, even to the gifts of nature j and an opinion 
has been long conceived, that quickness of invention, 
accuracy of judgment, or extent of knowledge, 
appearing before the usual time, presage a short life. 
Even those who are less inclined to form general con* 
elusions, from instances which by their own nature 
must be rare, have yet been inclined to prognosticate 
no suitable progress from the first sallies of rapid wits ; 
but have observed, that after a short effort they either 
loiter or faint, and suffer themselves to be surpassed by 
the even and regular perseverance of slower under- 
standings. 

It frequently happens that applause abates diligence. 
Whosoever finds himself to have performed more than 
was demanded, will be contented to spare the labour 
of unnecessary performances, and sit down to enjoy 
at ease his superfluities of honour. He whom success; 
has made confident of his abilities, quickly claims the 
privilege of negligence, and looks contemptuously on» 
the gradual advances of a rival, whom he imagines 
himself able to leave behind whenever he shall again 
summon his force to the contest. But long intervals 
of pleasure dissipate attention, and weaken constancy ; 
nor is it easy for him that has sunkirom diligence into 
sloth, to rouse out of his lethargy, to recollect his no- 
tions, rekindle his curiosity, and engage with bis former 
ardour in the toils of study. 

Even that friendship which intends the reward of 
genius too often tends to obstruct it. The pleasure of 
being caressed, distinguished, and admired, easily se- 
duces the student from literary solitude. He is r^ady 
to follow the call which summons him to hear bis own 
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praise and which, perhaps, at once flatters his appe- 
tite with certainty of pleasures, and his ambition with 
hopes of patronage; pleasures which he conceives in* 
exhaustible, and hopes which he has not yet learned to 



These erik, indeed, are by no means to be imputed 
to nature, or considered as inseparable from an early 
display of uncommon abilities. They may be certainly 
.escaped by prudence and resolution, and must there- 
Sore be recounted rather as consolations to those who 
are ks» liberally endowed, than as discouragements to 
such as are born with uncommon qualities. Beauty 
is well known to draw after it the persecutions of im- 
pertinence, to incite the artifices of envy, and to raise 
the flames of unlawful love; yet among the ladies 
whom prudence or modesty have made most eminent, 
who has ever complained of the inconveniencies of an 
amiable form ? or would have purchased safety by the 
loss of charms? 

Neither grace of person, nor vigour of under- 
standing, are to be regarded otherwise than as bless- 
ings, as means of happiness indulged by the Supremo 
Benefactor; but the advantages of either may be lost 
by too much eagerness to obtain them. A thousand 
beauties in their first blossom, by an imprudent ex- 
posure to the open world, have suddenly withered at 
the blast of infamy; and men who might have sub- 
jected new regions to the empire of learning, have 
•been lured by the praise of their first productions from 
academical retirement, aud wasted their days in vice 
and dependence. The virgin who too soon aspires to 
celebrity and conquest perishes by childish vanity, 
ignorant credulity, or guiltless indiscretion. The 
•genius who catches at laurels and preferment before 
his time, mocks the hopes that he had excited, and 
loses those years which -might have been most use- 

J>2 
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fully employed; the years of youth, of spirit, and 
vivacity. 

It is one of the innumerable absurdities of pride, 
that we are never more impatient of direction than in 
that part of life when we need it most; we are in haste 
to meet enemies whom we have not strength to over- 
come, and to undertake tasks which we cannot per- 
form : and as he that once miscarries does not easily 
■persuade mankind to favour another attempt, an in- 
effectual struggle for fame is often followed by perpe- 
tual obscurity. 
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Jn mea vesanas halui dtspendia viret, 
Et •valui fctnas forth in ipse meas. 



Of strength pernicious to* myself I boast; 
The pow'rs I have were giv'n me to my cost. 



ov». 



r. lewis* 



We are taught by Celsits, that health is best preserved 
by avoiding settled habits of life, and deviating some- 
times into slight aberrations from the laws of medicine ; 
by varying the proportions of fo©d and exercise, inter- 
rupting the successions of rest and labour, and mingling 
hardships with indulgence. The body, long accus- 
tomed to stated quantities and uniform periods, is dis- 
ordered by the smallest irregularity; and ^ince we 
cannot adjust every day by the balance or barometer, 
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it is fit sometimes to .depart from rigid accuracy, that 
we may be able to comply with necessary affairs, 
or strong inclinations. He that too long observes 
nice punctualities, condemns himself to voluntary im- 
becility, and will not long escape the miseries of 
disease. 

The same laxity of regimen is equally necessary to 
intellectual health, and to a perpetual susceptibility of 
occasional pleasure. Long confinement to the same 
company which perhaps similitude of taste brought 
first together, quickly contracts his faculties, and mat.es 
a thousand things offensive that are in themselves 
indifferent : a man accustomed to hear onlv the echo 
of his own sentiments, soon bars all the common 
avenues of delight, and has no part in the general gra- 
tifications of mankind. 

In things which are not immediately subject to 
religious or moral consideration, it is dangerous to be 
too long or too rigidly in the right. Sensibility may, 
by an incessant attention to elegance and propriety, 
be quickened to a tenderness inconsistent with the con- 
dition of humanity, irritable by the smallest asperity, 
and vulnerable by the gentlest touch. He that pleases 
himself too much with minute exactness, and submits 
to endure nothing in accommodations, attendance, 
or address, below the point of perfection, will, when- 
ever he enters the crowd of life, be harassed with in- 
numerable distresses, from which those who have not 
in the same manuer increased their sensations find no 
disturbance. His exotic softness will shrink at the 
coarseness of vulgar felicity, like a plant transplanted 
to northern nurseries from the dews and sunshine ot 
fhe tropical regions. 

There will always be a wide interval between prac- 
tical and ideal excellence; and, therefore, if we allow 
not ourselves to be satisfied while we can perceive any 
prror or defect^ we must refer our hopes of ease to, 
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some other period of existence. It is well known, 
that, exposed to a microscope, the smoothest polish of 
the most solid bodies discovers cavities and promi- 
nences-, and that the softest bloom of roseate virginity 
repels the eye with excrescences and discolorations. 
The perceptions as well as the senses may be improved 
to onr own disquiet, and we may, by diligent culti- 
vation of the powers of dislike, raise in time an ar- 
tificial fastidiousness, which sjiall fill the imagination 
with phantoms of turpitude, shew us the naked 
skeleton of every delight, and present us only with 
the pains of pleasure, and the deformities of beauty 

Peevishness, indeed, would perhaps very little dis- 
turb the peace of mankind, were it always the con* 
sequence of superfluous delicacy j for it is the privi^fe 
only of deep reflection, or lively fancy, to destroy hap- 
piness by art and refinement. But by continual in- 
dulgence of a particular humour, or by long enjoyment 
of undisputed superiority, the dull and thoughtless 
may likewise acquire the power of tormenting them- 
selves and others, and become sufficiently ridiculous 
or hateful to those who are within sight of their con- 
duct, or reach of their influence. 

They that have grown old in a single state are 
.generally found to be morose, fretful, and captious j 
tenacious of their own practices and maxims ; soon 
offended by contradiction or negligence; and im- 
patient of any association, but with those that will 
watch their nod, and submit themselves to unlimited 
authority. Such is the effect of having lived with- 
out the necessity of consulting any inclination but 
their own. 

'J he irascibility of this class of tyrants- is generally 
exerted upon petty provocations, such as are incident 
to understandings not far extended beyond the in- 
stincts of animnl life ; but unhappily he that fixes hi*9 
attention on things always before him will never 
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have long cessations of anger. There are many vete- 
rans of luxury, upon whom every noon brings a 
paroxysm of violence, fury, and execration j they 
never sit down to their dinner without finding the 
meat so injudiciously bought, or so unskilfuiv dressed, 
such blunders in the seasoning, or such improprieties 
in the sauce, as can scarcely be expiated without 
blood,- and, in the transports of resentment, nuke 
very little distinctions between guilt and innocence, 
but let fly their menaces, or growl out their dis- 
content, upon all whom fortune exposes to the 
storm. 

It is not easy to imagine a more unhappy condition 
than that of dependence on a peevish man. In every 
other state of inferiority the certainty of pleasing is 
perpetually increased by a fuller knowledge of our 
duty; and kindness and confidence are strengthened 
by every new act of trust, and pnxif of fidelity But 
peevishness sacrifices to a momentary offence the ob- 
sequiousness or usefulness of half a life, and as more 
is performed, increases her exactions. 

Chrysalus gained a fortune by trade, and retired into 
the country ; and, having a brother burthened by the 
number of his children, adopted one of his sons. 
The boy was dismissed with many prudent admo- 
nitions ; informed of his father's inability to maintain 
him in his native rank; cautioned against all oppo- 
sition to the opinions or precepts of his uncle j and 
animated to perseverance by the hopes of supporting 
the honour of the family, and overtopping his elder 
brother. He had a natural ductility of mind without 
much warmth of affection, or elevation of sentiment; 
and therefore readily complied with every variety of 
caprice ; patiently endured contradictory reproofs j 
heard false accusations without pain, and opprobious 
reproaches without reply; laughed obstreperously at 
the ninetieth repetition of a joke; asked questions 
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about the universal decay of trade; admired the 
strength of those heads by which the price of stocks is 
changed and adjusted ; and behaved with such pru- 
dence and circumspection, that after six years the will 
was made, and Juvenculus was declared heir. But 
unhappily, a month afterwards, retiring at night from 
his uncle's chamber, he left the door open behind 
him : the old man tore his will, and being then per- 
ceptibly declining, for want of time to deliberate, left 
his money to a trading company. 

When female minds are imbittered by age or soli- 
tude, their malignity is generally exerted in a rigorous 
and spiteful superintendence of domestick trifles. 
Eriphile has employed her eloquence for twenty years 
upon the degeneracy of servants, the nastiness of her 
house, the ruin of her furniture, the difficulty of pre- 
serving tapestry from the moths, and the carelessness 
of the sluts whom she employs in brushing it. It is 
her business every morning to visit all the rooms, in 
hopes of finding a chair without its cover, a window 
shut or open contrary to her orders, a spot on the 
hearth, or a feather on the floor, that the rest of the 
day may be justifiably spent in taunts of contempt, 
and vociferations of anger. She lives for no other purT 
pose but to preserve the neatness of a house and gar- 
dens, and feels neither inclination to pleasure, nor as- 
piration after virtue, while she is engrossed by the 
great employment of keeping gravel from grass, and 
wainscot from dust. Of three amiable nieces she has 
declared herself an irreconcilable enemy to one, be- 
cause she broke off a tulip with her hoop j to another, 
because she spilt her coffee on a Turkey carpet j and to 
the third, because she let a wet dog run into tbe par- 
lour. She has broken off her intercourse of visits, 
because company makes a house dirty; and resolves 
to confine herself more to her own affairs, and to liyj* 
no longer in mire by foolish lenity. 



and. except when it is the effect of anguish and dis- 
ease, by which the resolution is broken, and the mind 
made too feeble to bear the lightest adJ.tion to its 
miseries proceeds from an unreasonable persuasion of 
the importance of trifles. The proper remedy 4g*:inst 
it is, to consider the dignity of human nature, and the 
folly of suffering perturbation and uneasiness from 
causes unworthy of our notice. 

He that resigns his peace to little casualties, and 
suffers the course of his lite to be interrupted by for- 
tuitous inadvertencies, or offences, delivers up himself 
to the direction of the wind, and loses ail that con- 
stancy and equanimity which constitute the chief 
praise of a wise man. 

The province of prudence lies between the greatest 
things and the least ; some surpass our power by their 
magnitude, and some escape our notice by their num- 
ber and their frequency. But the indispensable busi- 
ness of life will afford sufficient exercise to every un- 
derstanding; and such is the limitation of the human 
powers, that by attention to trifles we must let things 
of importance pass unobserved : when we examine a 
mite with a glass, we see nothing but a mite. 
■ That it is every man's interest to be pleased, will 
need little proof: that it is his interest to please others, 
experience will inform him. It is therefore not less 
necessary to happiness than to virtue, that he rid his 
mind of passions which make him uneasy to himself, 
and hateful to the world, which enchain his intellects, 
and obstruct his improvement. 
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»-— Uxorem, Posthume duels f 

Die qu* Tisipbone, quibiu exagitart eolubru f 

JOT. 

A sober man like thee to change his life ! 
What fury would possess thee with a wife ? 



DfcYPEff* 



To the RAMBLER. 



SIR, 

I know not whetber it is always a proof of innocence 
to treat censure with contempt. We owe so much 
reverence to the wisdom of mankind, as justly to 
wish, that our own opinion of our merit may be rati- 
£ed by the concurrence of other suffrages ; and since 
guilt and infamy must have the same effect upon intel- 
ligences unable to pierce beyond external appearance, 
and influenced often rather by example than precept* 
we are obliged to refute a false charge, lest we should 
countenance the crime which we have never commit- 
ted. To turn away from an accusation with superci- 
lious silence is equally in the power of him that p 
hardened by villany, and inspirited by innocence. The 
wall of brass which Horace erects upon a clear con- 
science, may be sometimes raised by impudeuce or 
power j and we should always wish to preserve the 
dignity of virtue by adorning her with graces which 
wickedness cannot assume. 

For this reason I have determined no longer to en- 
dure, with either patient or sullen resignation, a re- 
proach, which is, at least in my opinion, unjust $ 
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bat will lay my case honestly before you, that you or 
your readers may at length decide it. 

Whether you will be able to preserve your boasted 
impartiality, when you hear that I am considered as an 
adversary by half the female world, you may surely 
pardon me for doubting, notwithstanding the venera- 
tion to which you may imagine yourself entitled by 
your age, your learning, your abstraction, or your vir- 
tue. Beauty, Mr. Rambler, has often overpowered 
the resolutions of the firm, and the reasonings of tho 
wise, roused the old to sensibility, and subdued the 
rigorous to softness. 

I am one of those unhappy beings who have been 
marked out as husbands for many different women, 
and deliberated a hundred times on the brink of ma- 
trimony. I have discussed all the nuptial prelimina- 
ries so often, that I can repeat the forms in which 
jointures are settled, pin-mouey secured, and provi- 
sions for younger children ascertained ; but am at lasC 
doomed, by general consent, to everlasting solitude, 
and excluded by an irreversible decree from all hopes 
of connubial felicity. I am pointed out by every mo- 
ther as a man whose visits cannot be admitted without 
reproach j who raises hopes only to embitter disap- 
pointment, and makes offers only to seduce girls into 
a waste of that part of life in which they might gaia 
advantageous matches, and become mistresses and 
mothers. 

I hope you will think that some part of this penal 
severity may justly be remitted, when I inform you, 
that I never yet professed love to a woman without 
sincere intentions of marriage ; that I have never con- 
tinued an appearance of intimacy from the hour that 
my inclination changed, but to preserve her whom I 
was leaving from the shock of abruptness, or the igno- 
miny of contempt j that I always endeavoured to give 
the ladies an opportunity of seeming, to discard me -, 
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and that I never forsook a mistress for larger fortune 
or brighter beauty, but because I discovered some ir- 
regularity in her conduct, or some depravity in her 
mind ; not because I was charmed by another, but 
because 1 was offended by herself. 

I was very early tired of that succession of amuse- 
ments by which the thoughts of most young men are 
dissipated, and had not long glittered in the splendour 
of an ample patrimony before I wished for the calm 
of domestick happiness. Youth is naturally delighted 
with sprightliness and ardour, and, therefore, I breath* 
ed out the sighs o; my first affection at the feet of the 
gay, the sparkling, the vivacious Ferocula. 1 fancied 
to myself a perpetual source of happiness in wit never 
exhausted, and spirit never depressed; looked with 
veneration on her readiness of expedients, contempt of 
difficulty, assurance of address, and promptitude of 
reply j considered her as exempt by some prerogative 
of nature from the weakness and timidity of fema 
minds ; and congratulated myself upon a companion 
superior to all common troubles and embarrassments. 
I was, indeed, somewhat disturbed by the unshaken 
perseverance with which she enforced her demands of 
an unteasonable settlement ; yet 1 should have con- 
sented to pass my life in union with her, had not my 
curiosity led me to a crowd gathered in the street, 
where I found ti rotula, in the presence of hundreds, 
disputing for sixpence with a chairman. I saw her 
in so little need of assistance, that it was no breach of 
the laws of chivalry to forbear interposition, and I 
spared myself the sbame of owning her acquaintance, 
1 forgot some point of ceremony a.t our next inter* 
view, and soon provoked her to forbid me her pre- 
sence. 

My next attempt was upon a lady of great emi« 
nence for learning and philosophy. 1 had frequently 
•bserved the barrenness and uniformity of connubiaj 
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conversation, and therefore thought highly of my own 
prudence and discernment, when I selected from a 
multitude of wealthy beauties, the deep- read Misothea, 
who declared herself the inexorable enemy of ignorant 
pertness and puerile levity 5 and scarcely condescended 
to make tea, but for the linguist, the geometrician, the 
astronomer, or the poet. The queen of the Amazons 
was only to be gained by the hero who could conquer 
her in single combat; and Misot /tea's heart was only 
to bless the scholar who could overpower her by dis- 
putation. Amidst the fondest transports of courtship 
she could call for a definition of terms, and treated 
every argument with contempt that could not be re- 
duced to regular syllogism. You may easily imagine, 
that I wished this courtship at an end; but when I 
desired her to shorten my torments, and fix the day of 
my felicity, we were led into a long conversation, in 
which Misothea endeavoured to demonstrate the folly 
of attributing choice and self-direction to any human 
being. It was not difficult to discover the danger of 
committing myself for ever to the arms of one who 
might at any time mistake the dictates of passion, or 
the calls of appetite for the decree of fate ; or consi- 
der cuckoldom as necessary to the general system, aa 
a link in the everlasting chain of successive causes. I 
therefore told her, that destiny had ordained us to 
part, and that nothing should have torn me from her 
but the talons of necessity. 

I then solicited the regard of the calm, the prudent, 
the economical Sophronia, a lady who considered wit 
as dangerous, and learning as superfluous, and thought 
that the woman who kept her house clean, and her 
accounts exact, took receipts for every payment, and 
could find them at a sudden call, inquired nicely after 
the conditiofT of the tenants, read the price of stocks 
once a week, and purchased every thing at the best 
market, could want no accomplishments necessary to 
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the happiness of a wise man. She discoursed with 
great solemnity on the care and vigilance which the 
superintendence of a family demands ; observed how 
many were ruined by confidence in servants} and told 
me, that she never expected honesty but from a strong 
chest, and that the best storekeeper was the mistress s 
eye. Many such oracles of generosity she uttered, and 
made every day new improvements in her schemes for 
the regulation of her servants, and the distribution of 
her time. I was convinced, that, whatever I might 
suffer from Sophronia, I should escape poverty} and 
•we therefore proceeded to adjust the settlements ac- 
cording to her own rule, fair and softly. But one 
morning her maid came to me in tears, to intreat my 
interest for a reconciliation to her mistress, who had 
turned her out at night for breaking six teeth in a tor- 
toise-shell comb: she had attended her lady from a 
distant province, and having not lived long enough to 
save much money, was destitute among strangers, and 
though of a good family, in danger of perishing in the 
streets, or of being compelled by hunger to prostitu- 
tion. I made no scruple of promising to restore her j 
but upon my first application to Sop/uonia, was an- 
swered with an air which called for approbation, that 
if she neglected her own affairs, I might suspect her 
of neglecting mine} that the comb stood her in three 
half-crowns } that no servant should wrong her twice j 
and that, indeed, she took the first opportunity of part- 
ing with Phillida, because, though she was honest, her 
constitution was bad, and she thought her very likely 
to fall sick. Of bur conference I need not tell you 
the effect} it surely may be forgiven me, if on this 
occasion 1 forgot the decency of common forms. 

From two more ladies 1 was disengaged by finding, 
that they entertained my rivals at the same time, and 
determined their choice by the liberality of our settle- 
ments* Another I thought myself justified in forsak* 
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ing, because she gave my attorney a bribe to favour her 
in the bargain $ another, because I could never soften 
her to tenderness, till she heard that most of my fami- 
ly had died young 5 and another, because, to increase 
her fortune by expectations, she represented her sister 
as languishing and consumptive. 

I shall, in another letter, give the remaining part of 
my history of courtship. I presume that I should 
hitherto have injured the majesty of female virtue, 
had I not hoped to transfer my affection to higher 
merit. 

J am, SfC. 

HYMENJEUS. 



SB 
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'AuJly 



Nulla unquam demmrU bominis cunctatio longa est. 

JUV. 

When man's life is in debate, 
The judge can ne'er too long deliberate. 

DRYDEW. 

Power and superiority are so flattering and delight- 
ful, that, fraught with temptation, and exposed to 
danger as they are, scarcely any virtue is so cautious, 
or any prudence so timorous, as to decline them. Even, 
those that have most reverence for the laws of right, 
are pleased with shewing that not fear, but choice, 
regulates their behaviour 5 and would be thought to 
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comply rather than obey. We love to overlook the 
boundaries which we do not wish to pass; and, as the 
Roman satirist remarks, he that has no design to take 
the life of another, is yet glad to have it in his hands. 

From the same principle, tending yet more to de- 
generacy and corruption, proceeds the desire of invest- 
ing lawful authority with terror, and governing by 
force rather than persuasion. Pride is unwilling to 
oelieve the necessity of assigning any other reason than 
her own will} aria would rather maintain the most 
equitable claims by violence and penalties, than de- 
scend from the dignity of command, to dispute ancf 
expostulation. 

It may, I think, be suspected, that this political ar- 
rogance has sometimes found its way into legislative 
assemblies, and mingled with deliberations upon pro- 
perty and life. A slight perusal of the laws by which 
the measures of vindictive and coercive justice are 
established, will discover so many disproportions be- 
tween crimes and punishments, such capricious di- 
stinctions of guilt, and such confusion of remissness 
and severity, as can scarcely be believed to have been 
produced by publick wisdom, sincerely and calmly 
studious of publick happiness. 

The learned, the judicious, the pious Boerhaave re* 
lates, that he never saw a criminal dragged to execu- 
tion without asking himself, " Who knows whether 
" this man is not less culpable than me ?" On the days 
when the prisons of this city are emptied into the 
grave, let every spectator of the dreadful procession 
put the same question to his own heart. Few among 
those that crowd in thousands to the legal massacre, 
and look with carelessness, perhaps with triumph, on 
the utmost exacerbations of human misery, would then 
be able to return without horror and dejection. For, 
who can congratulate himself upon a life passed 
without some act more mischievous to die peace or 
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prosperity of others, than the theft of a piece of 
money ? 

It has been always the practice, when any particular 
species of robbery becomes prevalent and common, to 
endeavour its suppression by capital denunciations. 
Thus, one generation of malefactors is commonly cut 
off, and their successors are frighted into new expe- 
dients ; the art of thievery is augmented with greater 
variety of fraud, and subtilised to Jiigher degrees of 
dexterity, and more occult raethoS of conveyance. 
The law then renews the pursuit in the heat of anger, 
and overtakes the offender again with death. By this 
practice, capita) inflictions are multiplied, and crimes, 
very different in their degrees of enormity, are equally 
subjected to the severest punishment that man has the 
power of exercising upon man. 

The lawgiver is undoubtedly allowed to estimate the 
malignity of an offence, not merely by the loss or pain 
which single acts may produce, but by the general 
alarm and anxiety arising from the fear of mischief 
and insecurity of possession : he therefore exercises 
the right which societies are supposed to have over the 
lives of those that compose them, not simply to punish 
a transgression, but to maintain order and preserve 
quiet; he enforces those laws with severity, that are 
most in danger of violation, as the commander of a 
garrison doubles the guard on that side which is threat- 
ened by the enemy. 

This method has been long tried, but tried with so 
little success, that rapine and violence are hourly in- 
creasing: yet few seem willing to despair of its effi- 
cacy, and of those who employ their speculations upon 
the present corruption of the people, some propose the 
introduction of more horrid, lingering, and terrifick 
punishments; some are inclined to accelerate the exe- 
cutions; some to discourage pardons; and all seem 
to think that lenity has given confidence to wicked- 

£3 
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n«s, and that we can only be rescued from the talons 
of robbery, by inflexible rigour and sanguinary justice. 

Yet, since the right of setting an uncertain and ar- 
bitrary value upon life has been disputed, and since 
experience of past times gives us little reason to hope 
that any reformation will be effected by a periodical 
havock of our fellow-beings, perhaps it will not be. 
useless to consider what consequences might arise from 
relaxations of tbejaw, and a more rational and equi- 
table adaptation ^penalties to offences. 

Death is, as one of the ancients observes, *o fwv 
foSepwv tyoSegwrxlov, of dreadful things the most dread- 
ful; an evil, beyond which nothing can be threatened 
by sublunary power, or feared from human enmity or 
vengeance. This terror should, therefore, be reserved 
as the Inst resort of authority, as the strongest and 
most operative of prohibitory sanctions, and placed 
before the treasure of life, to guard from invasion what 
cannot be restored. To equal robbery with murder, 
is to reduce murder to robbery, to confound in com- 
mon minds the gradations of iniquity, and incite the 
commission of a greater crime to prevent the detec- 
tion of a less. If only murder were punished with, 
death, very few robbers would stain their hands in 
blood; but when by the last act of cruelty no new 
danger is incurred, and greater security may be ob-. 
tained, upon what principle shall we bid them for- 
bear? 

It may be urged, that the sentence is often mitigated 
to simple robbery ; but surely this is to confess that 
our laws are unreasonable in our own opinion ; and, 
indeed, it may be observed, that all but murderers 
have, at their last hour, the common sensations o£ 
jaiankind pleading in their favour. 

From this conviction of the inequality of the pu- 
nishment to the offence, proceeds the frequent solici- 
tation of pardons. They who would rejoice at the 
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correction of a thief, are yet shocked at the thought 
of destroying him. His crime shrinks to nothing, 
compared with his misery; and severity defeats itself 
by exciting pity* 

The gibbet, indeed, certainly disables those who die 
upon it from infesting the community; but their 
death seems not to contribute more to the reformation 
of their associates, than any other method of separa- 
tion. A thief seldom passes much of his time in re- 
collection or anticipation, but from robbery hastens to 
riot, and from riot to robbery; nor, when the grave 
closes upon his companion, has any other care than to 
find another. 

The frequency of capital punishments, therefore, 
rarely hinders the commission of a crime, but natu- 
rally and commonly prevents its detection, and is, if 
we proceed only upon prudential principles, chiefly for 
that reason to be avoided. Whatever may be urged 
by casuists or politicians, the greater part of mankind, 
as they can never think that to pick the pocket and to 
pierce the heart is equally criminal, will scarcely be- 
lieve that two malefactors so different in guilt can be 
justly doomed to the same punishment; nor is the ne- 
cessity of submitting the conscience to human laws so 
plainly evinced, so clearly stated, or so generally al- 
lowed, but that the pious, the tender, and the just, will 
always scruple to concur with the community in an 
act which their private judgment cannot approve. 

He who knows not how often rigorous laws pro* 
dace total impunity, and how many crimes are con- 
cealed and forgotten for fear of hurrying the offender 
to that state in which there is no repentance has con- 
versed very little with mankind. And whatever epi- 
thets of reproach or contempt this compassion may in- 
cur from those who cou found cruelty with firmness, I 
know not whether any wise man would wish it less 
powerful, or less extensive* 
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If those, whom the wisdom of our laws has con- 
demned to die, had been detected in their rudiments 
of robbery, they might, by proper discipline and use- 
ful labour, have been disentangled from their habits, 
they might have escaped all the temptations to subse- 
quent crimes, and passed their days in reparation and 
penitence j 'and detected they might all have been, had 
the prosecutors been certain that their lives would have 
been spared. I believe, every thief will confess, that 
he has been more than once seized and dismissed ; and 
that he has sometimes ventured upon capital crimes, 
because he knew, that those whom he injured would 
rather connive at his escape, than cloud their minds 
with the horrors of his death. 

All laws against wickedness are ineffectual, unless 
some will inform, and some will prosecute j but till 
we mitigate the penalties for mere violations of pro- 
perty, information will always be hated, and prosecu- 
tion dreaded. The heart of a good man cannot but 
recoil at the thought of punishing a slight injury with 
death ; especially when he remembers, that the thief 
mirfit have procured safety by another crime, from 
which he was restrained only by his remaining virtue. 

7'he obligations to assist the exercise of public jus- 
tice are indeed strong; but they will certainly be over- 
powered by tenderness for life. What is jranished 
with severity contrary to our ideas of adequate retri- 
bution, will be seldom discovered; and multitudes 
will be suffered tfl advance from crime to crime, till 
they deserve death, because, if they had been sooner 
prosecuted, they would have suffered death before they 
deserved it. 

This scheme of invigorating the laws by relaxation, 
and extirpating wickedness by lenity, is so remote from 
common practice, that I might reasonably fear to ex- 
pose it to the publick, could it be supported only by my 
own observations : I shall, therefore, by ascribing it 
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to its author. Sir Thomas More, endeavour to procure 
it that attention which I wish always paid to prudence, 
to justice, and to mercy. 



assa 



N° 115. TUESDAY, APRIL 23, 175 U 



Qp^dtrnfifrva quidtm, fed hom toteranda msritii. 
tome faults, tbo' small, intolerable grow, 

DRY DEM, 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIB, 

I sit down in pursuance of my late engagement to re* 
count the remaining part of the adventures that befel 
me in my long quest of conjugal felicity, which, though 
I have not yet been so happy as to obtain it, I have at 
least endeavoured to deserve by unwearied diligence, 
without suffering, from repeated disappointments, any 
abatement of my hope, or repression of my activity. 

You must have observed in the world a species of 
mortals who employ themselves in promoting matri- 
mony, and, without any visible motive of interest or 
vanity, without any discoverable impulse of malice or 
benevolence, without any reason, but that they want, 
objects of attention and topicks of conversation, are 
incessantly busy in procuring wives and husbands. 
They fill the ears of every single man and woman with, 
some convenient match, and when they are informed. 
of your age and fortune, oiler a partner of life wilk. 
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the same readiness, and the same indifference, as a 
salesman, when he has taken measure by his eye, fits 
his customer with a coat. 

It might be expected that they should soon be dis- 
couraged from this officious interposition by resent- 
ment or contempt ; and that every man should deter- 
mine the choice on which so much of his happiness 
must depend, by his own judgment and observation : 
yet it happens, that as these proposals are generally 
made with a show of kindness, they seldom pfovoke 
anger, but are at worst heard with patience, and for- 
gotten. They influence weak minds to approbation; 
for many are sure to find in a new acquaintance, what- 
ever qualities report has taught them to expect; and 
in more powerful and active understandings they ex- 
cite curiosity, and sometimes, by a lucky chance, bring 
persons of similar tempers within the attraction of 
each other. 

I was known to possess a fortune, and to want a 
wife j and, therefore, was frequently attended by these 
hymeneal solicitors, with whose importunity I was 
sometimes diverted, and sometimes perplexed; for 
they contended for me as vultures for a carcase; each 
employing all his eloquence, and all his artifices, to en- 
force and promote his own scheme, from the success 
of which he was to receive no other advantage than 
the pleasure of defeating others equally eager and 
equally industrious. 

An invitation to sup with one of those busy friends 
made me, by a concerted chance, acquainted with C.j- 
milta, by whom it was expected, that I should be sud- 
denly and irresistibly enslaved. The lady, whom the 
same kindness had brought without her own concur- 
rence into the lists of love, seemed to think me at least 
worthy of the honour of captivity; and exerted the 
power, both of her eyes and wit, with so much art and 
spirit, that though 1 had been too often deceived by 
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appearances to devote myself irrevocably at the first 
interview, yet I could not suppress some raptures; of 
admiration, and flutters of desire. I was easily per- 
suaded to make nearer approaches 5 but soon disco- 
vered, that an union with Camilla was not much to be 
wished. Camilla professed a boundless contempt for 
the folly, levity, ignorance, and impertinence, of her 
own sex j and very frequently expressed her wonder, 
that men of learning or experience could submit to 
trifle away life with beings incapable of solid thought. 
In mixed companies she always associated with the 
men, and declared her satisfaction when the ladies re- 
tired. If any short excursion into the country was 
proposed, she commonly insisted upon the exclusion of 
women from the party ; because, where they were ad- 
mitted, the time was wasted in frothy compliments, 
weak indulgencies, and idle ceremonies. To shew the 
greatness of her mind, she avoided all compliance with 
the fashion; and to boast the profundity of her know- 
ledge, mistook the vartous textures of silk, confounded 
tabbies with damasks, and sent for ribbands by wrong 
names. She despised the commerce of stated visits, a 
farce of empty form without instruction ; and congra- 
tulated herself, that she never learned to write mes- 
sage cards She often applauded the noble sentiment 
of Plato, who rejoiced that he was born a man rather 
than a woman) proclaimed her approbation of Swift's 
opinion, that women are only a higher species of mon- 
keys; and confessed, that when she considered the be- 
haviour, or heard the conversation, of her sex, she 
could not but forgive the Turks for suspecting them to 
Want souls. 

It was the joy and pride of Camilla to have provoked, 
by this insolence, all the rage of hatred, and all the 
persecutions of calumny .; nor was she ever more ele- 
vated with her own superiority, than when she talked 
Of female auger, and female cunning. Well* says she, 
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has nature provided that such virulence should be dis- 
abled by folly, and such cruelty be restrained by im-* 
potence. 

Camilla doubtless expected, that what she lost on 
one side, she should gain on the other; and imagined, 
that every male heart would be open to a lady who 
made such generous advances to the borders of virility* 
But man, ungrateful man, instead of springing for* 
ward to meet her, shrunk back at her approach. \ She 
was persecuted by the ladies as a deserter, and at best 
received by the men only as a fugitive. I, for my 
part, amused myself a while with her fopperies, but 
novelty soon gave way to detestation, for nothing out 
of the common order of nature can be long borne. I 
had no inclination to a wife who had the ruggedness 
of a man without his force, and the ignorance of a wo- 
man without her softness ; nor could I think my quiet 
and honour to be entrusted to such audacious virtue 
as was hourly courting danger, and soliciting assault. * 

My next mistress was Nitetta; a lady of gentle mien 
and soft voice, always speaking to approve, and ready 
to receive direction from those with whom chance had 
brought her into company. In Nitella I promised my- 
self an easy friend, with whom I might loiter away the 
day without disturbance or altercation. I, therefore, 
soon resolved to address her, but was discouraged from' 
prosecuting my courtship by observing, that her apart- 
ments were superstitiously regular 5 and that, unless 
she had notice of my visit, she was never to be seen. 
There is a kind of anxious cleanliness which I have al- 
ways noted as the characteristick of a slattern ; it & 
the superfluous scrupulosity of guilt, dreading disco* 
very, and shunning suspicion : it is the violence of an 
effort against habit, which being impelled by external 
motives, cannot stop at the middle point. 

Nitella was always tricked out rather with nicety 
than elegance 5 and seWem could forbear to discover; 
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by her uneasiness and constraint, that her attention 
was burthened, and her imagination engrossed: I, 
therefore, concluded, that being only occasionally and 
ambitiously dressed, she was not familiarised to her 
own ornaments. There are so many competitors for 
the fame of cleanliness, that it is not hard to gain 
information of those that fail, from those that desire to 
excel : I quickly found, that NitcUa passed her time 
between finery and dirt ; and was always in a wrapper, 
nightcap, and slippers, when she was not decorated 
for immediate show. 

I was then led by my evil destiny to CharybdU, who 
never neglected an opportunity of seizing a new prey 
when it came within her reach. I thought myself 
quickly made happy by permission to attend her to 
publick places ; and pleased my own vanity with ima- 
gining the envy which I should raise in a thousand 
hearts, by appearing as the acknowledged favourite of 
Charybdis. She soon after hinted her intention to take 
a ramble for a fortnight, into a part of the kingdom 
which she had never seen. I solicited the happiness 
of accompanying her, which, after a short reluctance, 
was indulged me. She had no other curiosity in her 
journey, than after all possible means of expencej and 
was every moment taking occasion to mention some 
delicacy, which I knew it my duty upon such notices 
to procure. 

After our return, being now more familiar, she told 
me, whenever we met, of some new diversion : at night 
she bad notice of a charming company that would 
breakfast in the gardens; and in the morning had 
been informed of some new song in the opera, some 
new dress at the play-house, or some performer at a 
concert whom she longed to hear. Her intelligence 
was such, that there never was a show to which she 
did not summon me on the second day} and as she 
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hated a crowd* and could not go alone, I was obliged 
to attend at some intermediate hour, and pay the price 
of a whole company. When we passed the streets, she 
was often charmed with some trinket in the toy-shops j 
and, from moderate desires of seals and snuff-boxes, 
rose, by degrees, to gold and diamonds. I now began 
to find the smile of Charyhdis too costly for a private 
purse, and added one more to six-and-forty lovers, 
whose fortune and patience her rapacity had ex- 
hausted. 

Impend then took possession of my affections ; but 
kept them only for a short time. She had newly in- 
herited a large fortune, and having spent the early part 
of her life in the perusal of romances, brought with her 
into the gay world all the pride of Cleopatra; expected 
nothing less than vows, altars, and sacrifices; and 
thought her charms dishonoured, and her power in- 
fringed, by the softest opposition to her sentiments, or 
the smallest transgression of her commands. Time 
might, indeed, cure this species of pride in a mind not 
naturally un discerning, and vitiated only by false re- 
presentations ; but the operations of time are slow ; 
and 1, therefore, left her to grow wise at leisure, or to 
continue in error at her own expence. 

Thus I have hitherto, in spite of myself, passed my 
life in frozen celibacy. My friends, indeed, often tell 
me, that 1 flatter my imagination with higher hopes 
than human nature can gratify ; that 1 dress up an 
ideal charmer in all the radiance of perfection, and 
then enter the world to look for the same excellence 
in corporeal beauty. But surely, Mr. Rambler, it if 
not madness to hope for some terrestrial lady unstained 
with the spots whjch I have been describing j at least 
I am resolved to pursue my search ; for I am so far 
from thinking meanly of marriage, that 1 believe it 
able to afford the highest happiness decreed to oar 
present state ; and if, after ail these miscarriages, I 
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ind a woman that fills up my expectation, you shall 
htiu ouce inure troin, 

Yours, Sfc. 

HYMENiEUS. 



N° JlO. SATURDAY, APIUL 27, 1751. 



Opt at cphippia bu piger; eptat tware calallut. 

HO*. 

Thus the slow ox wou'd gaudy trappings claim ; 
The spiightly horse wou'd ploug h 

FRANCIS, 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

I was the second son of a country gentleman by the 
daughter of a wealthy citizen of London. My4fether 
having by his marriage freed the estate from a heavy 
mortgage, and paid his sisters their portions, thought 
himself discharged from all obligation to further 
thought, and entitled to spend tlie rest of his life in 
rural pleasures. He, therefore, spared nothing that 
might contribute to the completion of his felicity j he 
procured the best guns and horses that the kingdom 
could supply, paid large salaries to his groom and 
huntsman, and became the envy of the county for the 
discipline of his hounds. But above all his other at* 
tainments, he was eminent for a breed of pointers and 
setting-dogs, which by long and vigilant cultivation 

F a 



52 TUB RAMBLER* N* 1 

he had so much improved, that not a partridge < 
heathcock could rest in security 5 and game of w 
ever species that dared to light upon his manor, w 
beaten down by his shot, or covered with his nets. 

My elder brother was very early initiated in tr. 
chace, and, at an age when other boys are creeping Hi 
snails unwillingly to school, he could wind the hon 
beat the bushes, bound over hedges, and swim river 
When the huntsman one day broke his leg, he suj 
plied his place with equal abilities, and came hon 
with the scut in his hat, amidst the acclamations < 
the whole village. 1 being either delicate or tim< 
rous, less desirous of honour/ or less capable of sylva 
heroism, was always the favourite of my mother; tx 
cause I kept my coat clean, and my complexion f 
from freckles, and did not come home like my bn 
ther, mired and tanned, nor carry corn in my hat 
the horse, nor bring dirty curs into the parlour. 

My mother had not been taught to amuse her 
with books, and being much inclined to despise u 
ignorance and barbarity of the country ladies, < 
dained to learn their sentiments or conversation, ai 
had made no addition to the notions which she hi 
brought from the precincts of LomhilL She wa 
therefere, always recounting the glories of the cirj 
enumerating the succession of mayors) celebratii 
the magnificence of the banquets at Guildhall; and r 
lating the civilities paid her at the companies' fe. 
by men of whom some are now made aldermen . son 
have fined for sheriffs, and none are worth less tl 
forty thousand pounds. She frequently displayed n» 
father's greatness ; told of the large bills which he hi 
paid at sight $ of the sums for which his word wou 
pass upon the Exchange; the heaps of gold which 
used on Saturday night to toss about with a shove 
the extent of his warehouse, and the strength of J 
doors j and when she relaxed her imagination wii 
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lower subjects, described the furniture °f their coun- 
try-bouse, or repeated the wit of the clerks and por- 
ters. 

By these narratives I was fired with the splendor 
and dignity of London and of trade. I therefore He- 
voted myself to a shop, and warmed my imagination 
from year to year with inquiries about the privileges 
of a freeman, the powei of the common council, the 
dignity of a wholesale dealer, and the grandeur of 
mayoralty, to which ray mother assured me that many 
had arrived who began the world with less than my- 
self. 

I was very impatient to enter into a path which led 
to snch honour and felicity; but was forced for a time 
to endure some repression of my eagerness, for it was 
my grandfather's maxim, that a young man seldom 
makes much money, who is out of his time before two-and- 
twenty. They thought it necessary, therefore, to keep 
me at home till the proper age, without any other em- 
ployment than that of learning merchants accounts, 
and the art ot regulating books; but at length the 
tedious days elapsed, I was transplanted to tovyu, and, 
with great satisfaction to myself, bound to a habere 
dasher. 

My master, who had no conception of anyjlirtcw, 
merit, or dignity, but that of being rich, hauau the 
good qualities which naturally arise from a close and 
unwearied attention to the main chance; his desire 
to gain wealth was so well tempered by the vanity of 
shewing it, that, without any other principle of action, 
he lived in the esteem of the whole commercial world; 
and was always treated with respect by the only men, 
whose good opinion he valued or solicited, those who 
were universally allowed to be richer than himself. 

By his instructions I learned in a few weeks to han- 
dle a yard with great dexterity, to wind tape neatly 
upon the ends of my fingers, and to make up parcels 

F3 
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with exact frugality of paper and pack-thread j and 
soon caught from my fellow-apprentices the true grace 
of a counter bow, the careless air with which a small 
pair of scales is to be held between the fingers, and the 
vigour and sprightliness with which the box, after the 
ribband has been cut, is returned into its place. Hav- 
ing no desire of any higher employment, and, there- 
fore, applying all my powers to the knowledge of my 
trade, I was quickly master of all that could be known, 
became a critick in small wares, contrived new varia- 
tions of figures, and new mixtures of colours, and was 
sometimes consulted by the weavers, when they pro- 
jected fashions for the ensuing spring. 

With all these accomplishments, in the fourth yea* 
of my apprenticeship, I paid a visit to my friends in 
the country, where I expected to be received as a new 
ornament of the family, and consulted by the neigh- 
bouring gentlemen as a master of pecuniary know- 
ledge, and by the ladies as an oracle of the mode. But, 
unhappily, at the first publick table to which I was 
invited, appeared a student of the Temple, and an 
officer of the guards, who looked upon me with a smile 
of contempt, which destroyed at once all my hopes of 
distinction, so that I durst hardly raise my eyes for 
fear Rencountering their superiority of mien. Nor 
was my courage revived by any opportunities of dis-i 
playing my knowledge ; for the templar entertained 
the company for part of the day with historical narra- 
tives and political observations ; and the colonel after- 
wards detailed the adventures of a birth-night, toid 
the claims and expectations of the courtiers, and gave 
an account of assemblies, gardens, and diversions. I, 
indeed, essayed to fill up a pause in a parliamentary 
debate with a faint mention of trade, and Spaniards; 
and once attempted, with some warmth, to correct a 
gross mistake about a silver breast-knot; but neither 
of my antagonists seemed to think a reply necessary; 
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they resumed their discourse without emotion, and 
again engrossed the attention of the company; nor 
did one of the ladies appear desirous to know my opi- 
nion of her dress, or to hear how long the carnation 
shot with white, that was then new amongst them, 
had been antiquated in town. 

As I knew that neither of these gentlemen had 
more money than myself, I conld not discover what 
had depressed me in their presence; nor why they 
were considered by others as more worthy of attention 
and respect ; and therefore resolved, when we met 
again, to rouse my spirit, and force myself into notice. 
I went very early to the next weekly meeting, and was 
entertaining a small circle very successfully with a mi- 
nute representation of my lord mayor's show, when 
the colonel entered careless and gay, sat down with a 
kind of unceremonious civility, and, without appear- 
ing to intend any interruption, drew my audience away 
to the other part of the room, to which I had not the 
courage to follow them. Soon after came in the law- 
yer, not, indeed, with the same attraction of mien, but 
with greater powers of language; and by one or other 
the company was so happily amused, that I was nei- 
ther heard nor seen, nor was able to give any other 
proof of my existence than that I put round th» glass, 
and was, in my turn, permitted to name the toast. 

My mother, indeed, endeavoured to comfort me in 
my vexation, by telling me, that, perhaps, these shewy 
talkers were hardly able to pay every one his own; 
that he who has money in his pocket need not care 
what any man says of him; that, if I minded my 
trade, the time will come when lawyers and soldiers 
would be glad to borrow out of my purse; and that it 
is fine when a man can set his hands to his sides, and 
say he is worth forty thousand pounds ever)* day of the 
year. These, and many more such consolations and. 
encouragements, I received from my good mother. 
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which, however, did not much allay my uneasiness ; 
for having, by some accident, heard that the country 
ladies despised her as a cit, I had, therefore, no longer 
much reverence for her opinions, but considered her as 
one whose ignorance and prejudice had hurried me, 
though without ill intentions, into a state of meanness 
and ignominy, from which I could not find any pos- 
sibility of rising to the rank which my ancestors had 
always held. 

I returned, however, to my master, and busied my- 
self among thread, and silks, and laces, but without 
my former cheerfulness and alacrity. I had now no 
longer any felicity in contemplating the exact disposi- 
tion of my powdered curls, the equal plaits of my 
ruffles, or the glossy blackness of my shoes 5 nor heard 
with my former elevation those compliments which 
ladies sometimes condescended to pay me upon my 
readiness in twisting a paper, or counting aut the 
change. The term of young man, with which I was 
sometimes honoured, as I carried a parcel to the door 
of a coach, tortured my imagination $ I grew negli- 
gent in my person, and sullen in my temper, often 
mistook the demands of the customers, treated their 
caprices and objections with contempt, and received 
and dismissed them with surly silence. 

My master was afraid lest the shop should suffer by 
this change of my behaviour 5 and, therefore, after 
some expostulations, posted me in the warehouse, and 
preserved me from the danger and reproach of deser- 
tion, to which my discontent woula certainly have 
urged me, had I continued any longer behind the 
counter. 

In the sixth year of my servitude my brother died 

of drunken joy, for having run down a fox that had 

baffled all the packs in the province. I was now heir, 

/,. and with the hearty consent of my master com* 

menced gentleman. The adventures in which my 
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new character engaged me shall be communicated in 
another letter, by, Sir, 

Your'sj $c. 

MISOCAPELUS. 



as 



N° 117. TUESDAY, APRIL 30, J 751. 



*Ocowi it* Ot/Xvfxtffw fxtfxaaay St/xty* avva^ i& *Qes*% 
HqXiev dvOaif uXXoy* W »gavo$ d^wrx; u>i. 

The gods they challenge, and affect the skies ; 
Heav'n on Olympus tott'ring Ossa stood; 
On Ojsa, Peiim nods with all his wood. 

F0PE« 



To the RAMBLER. 

SIB, 

Nothing has more retarded the advancement of 
learning than the disposition of vulgar minds to ridi- 
cule and vilify what they cannot comprehend. All 
industry must be excited by hope ; and as the stu- 
dent often proposes no other reward to himself than 
praise, he is easily discouraged by contempt and insult. 
He who brings with him into a clamorous multitude 
the timidity of recluse speculation, and has never 
hardened his front in publick life, or accustomed his 
passsions to the vicissitudes and accidents, the triumphs 
and defeats of mixed conversation, will blush at the 
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stare of petulant incredulity, and suffer himself to be 
driven by a burst of laughter from the fortresses of 
demonstration. The mechanist will be afraid to assert' 
before hardy contradiction, the possibility of tearing 
down bulwarks with a silk-worm's thread ; and the 
astronomer of relating the rapidity of light, the 
distance of the fixed stars, and the height of the lunar 
mountains. 

If I could by any efforts have shaken off this cow- 
ardice, I had not sheltered myself under a borrowed 
name, nor applied to you for the means of com- 
municating to the publick the theory of a garret j a 
subject which, except some slight and transient stric- 
tures, has been hitherto neglected by those who were 
best qualified to adorn it, either for want of leisure to 
prosecute the various researches in which a nice dis- 
cussion must engage them, or because it requires such 
diversity of knowledge, and such extent of curiosity, 
as is scarcely to be found in any single intellect : or 
perhaps others foresaw the tumults which would be 
raised against them, and confined their kno ledge to 
their own breasts, and abandoned prejudice and folly to 
the direction of chance. 

That the professors of literature generally reside in 
the highest stories, has been immemorially observed. 
The wisdom of the ancients was well acquainted with 
the intellectual advantages' of an elevated situation: 
why else were the Muses stationed on Olympus or 
Parnassus by those who could with equal right have 
raised them, bowers in the vale of 1 empe, or erected 
their altars among the flexures of Meander V Why 
was Jove himself nursed upon a mountain ? Or why 
did the goddesses, when the prize of beauty was cou- 
tested, try the cause upon the top of Ida i Such were 
the fictions by which the great masters of the earlier 
ages endeavoured to inculcate to posterity the import- 
ance of a garret, which, though they had been long 



H°1I7» THE RAMBLER. 5g 

obscured by the negligence and ignorance of succeed- 
ing times, were well enforced by the celebrated sym- 
bol of Pythagoras clvepcvv mveovlcvv 7t t v r t ^w tcotkvvsi ; 
" when the wind blows, worship its echo/* This could 
not but be understood by his disciples as an inviolable 
injunction to live in a garret, which I have found fre- 
quently visited by the echo and the wind. JSor was 
the tradition wholly obliterated in the age of Augustus ^ 
for Tibuilus evidently congratulates him«elf upon his 
garret, not without some allusion to the Pythagorean 
precept. 

Quam jurat itnmtes ventos audire cubantem 
Aut,gelidas bybernus aquas dim fuderit ouster, 
Securum som/uv, imbrejuvante y sequi ! 

How sweet in sleep to pass the careless hours, 
Lull'd by the beating winds and dashing sbow'rs ! 

And it is impossible not to discover the fondness 
of Lvcretivs, an earlier writer, for a garret, in his de- 
scription of the lofty towers of serene learning, and 
of the pleasure with which a wise man looks down 
upon the confused and erratick state of the world 
moving below him. 

Sed nil dulc'xus est, bene quam munlta tenert 
JEdiir doctrina sapientum templa serena ; 
Eespicere unde queas tf/iVr, passimq- e videte 
£rrare, atque viam palanteis qunrere vita. 

— 'T is sweet thy labVing steps to guide ~% 

To virtue's heights, with wisdom well supply'd, 5- 
And all the magazines of learning fortjfy'd : J 

From thence td look below on human kind, 
Bewildered in the maze of life, and blind. 

DRYDEN, 

• * 

* The institution has, indeed, continued to our own 
time) the garret is still the usual receptacle of the 
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philosopher and poet ; bat this, like many ancient 
customs, is perpetuated ouly by an accidental imi- 
tation, without knowledge of the original reason for 
which it was established. 

Causa latet; res est noiissima. 

The cause is secret, but th' effect is known* 



ADDIS* IT. 



Conjectures have, indeed, been advanced concerning, 
these habitations of literature, but without much 
satisfaction to the judicious inquirer. Some have 
imagined, that the garret is generally chosen by the 
wits, as most easily rented ; and concluded that no 
man rejoices in his aerial abode, but on the days of 
payment. Others suspect, that a garret is chiefly 
convenient, as it is remoter than any other part of the 
house from the outer door, which is often observed to 
be infested by visitants, who talk incessantly of beer, 
or linen, or a coat, and repeat the same sounds every 
morning, and sometimes again in the afternoon, with- 
out any variation, except that they grow daily more 
importunate and clamorous, and raise their voices in 
time from mournful murmurs to raging vociferations. 
This eternal monotony is always detestable to a man 
whose chief pleasure is to enlarge his knowledge and 
vary his ideas. Others talk of freedom from noise, and 
abstraction from common business or amusements; 
and some yet more visionary, tell us that the faculties 
are enlarged by open prospects, and that the fancjr 
is more at liberty when the eye ranges without con* 
finement. 

These conveniences may perhaps all be found in a 
well-chosen garret j but surely they cannot be sup- 
posed sufficiently important to have operated un- 
variably upon different climates, distant ages, and 
separate nations. Of an universal practice, there must 
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still be presumed an universal cause, which, however 
recondite and abstruse, may be perhaps reserved to 
make rae illustrious by its discovery, and you by its 
promulgation. 

It is universally known that the faculties of the 
mind are invigorated or weakened by the state of the 
body, and that the body is in a great measure regu- 
lated by the various compressions of the ambient 
element. The effects of the air in the production or 
cure of corporeal maladies have been acknowledged 
from the time of Hippocrates; but no man has yet 
sufficiently considered how far it may influence the 
operations of the genius, though every day affords 
instances of local understanding, of wits and reasoners, 
whose faculties are adapted to some single spot, and 
who, when they are removed to any other place, sink 
at once into silence and stupidity. I have discovered, 
by a long series of observations, that invention and 
elocution suffer great impediments from dense and im- 
pure vapours, and that the tenuity of a defecated air 
at a proper distance from the surface of the earth, 
accelerates the fancy, and sets at liberty those intel- 
lectual powers which were before shackled by too 
strong attraction, and unable to expand themselves 
under the pressure of a gross atmosphere. I have 
found dulness to quicken into sentiment in a thin 
ether, as water, though not very hot, boils in a 
receiver partly exhausted ; and heads, in appearance 
empty, have teemed with notions upon rising ground, 
as the flaccid sides of a football would have swelled 
out into stiffness and extension. 

For this reason I never think myself qualified to 
judge decisively of any man's faculties, whom I have 
only known in one degree of elevation ; but take some 
opportunity of attending him from the cellar to the 
garret, and try upon him all the various degrees of 
rarefaction and condensation, tension and laxity. If 

voi» xxi. G 



62 THE RAMBLER. N* 117. 

he is neither vivacious aloft, nor serious below, I then 
consider him as hopeless; but as it seldom happens 
that I do not find the temper to which the texture of 
his brain is fitted, I accommodate him in time with a 
tube of mercury, first marking the point most favour- 
able to his intellects, according to rules which I have 
long studied, and which I may, perhaps, reveal to 
mankind in a complete treatise of barometrical pneu- 
matology. 

Another cause of the gaiety and sprightliness of the 
dwellers in garrets is probably the increase of that ver* 
tiginous motion, with which we are carried round by 
the diurnal revolution of the earth. The power of agi- 
tation upon the spirits is well known ; every man has 
felt his heart lightened in a rapid vehicle, or on a gal- 
loping horse j and nothing is plainer, than that he who 
towers to the fifth story, is whirled through more space 
by every circumrotation, than another that grovels 
upon the ground-floor. The nations between the tro- 
picks are known to be fiery, inconstant, inventive, and 
fanciful j because, living at the utmost length of the 
earth's diameter, they are carried about with more 
swiftness than those whom nature has placed nearer to 
the poles j and therefore, as it becomes a wise man 
to struggle with the inconveniencies of his country, 
whenever celerity and acuteness are requisite, we 
must actuate our languor by taking a few turns round 
the centre in a garret. 

If you imagine that I ascribe to air and motion 
effects which they cannot produce, I desire you to con- 
sult your own memory, and consider whether you have 
never known a man acquire reputation in his garret, 
which, when fortune or a patron had placed him upon 
the first floor, he was unable to maintain ; and who 
never recovered his former vigour of understanding 
till he was restored to his original situation. Tkat a 
garret will make every man a wit, I am very far from 
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supposing ; I know there are some who would con- 
tinue blockheads, even on the summit of the Andes, 
or on the oeak ©f Teneriffe. But let not any man be 
considered as uniraproveable till this potent remedy- 
has been tried ; for perhaps he was formed to be great 
only in a garret, as the joiner of Aretucus was rational 
in no other place but his own shop. 

I think a frequent removal to various distances 
from the centre, so necessary to a just estimate of in- 
tellectual abilities, and consequently of so great use 
in education, that if I hoped that the publick could be 
persuaded to so expensive an experiment, I would 
propose, that there should be a cavern dug, and a 
tower erected, like those which Bacon describes in 
Solomon's house, for the expansion and concentration 
of understanding, according to the exigence of dif- 
ferent employments, or constitutions. Perhaps some 
that fume away in meditations upon time and space in 
the tower, might compose tables of interest at a cer- 
tain depth 5 and be that upon level ground stagnates 
n silence, or creeps in narrative, might, at the height 
)f half a mile, ferment into merriment, sparkle with 
epartee, and froth with declamation. 

Addison observes, that we may find the heat of 
Ptr£f/'s climate, in some lines of his Georgick: so, 
vhen I read a composition, I immediately determine 
he height of the author's habitation. As an elaborate 
)erformance is commonly said to smell of the lamp, 
my commendation of a noble thought, a sprightly 

y, er a bold figure, is to pronounce it fresh from 

rarret 5 an expression which would break from me 

upon the perusal of most of your papers, did I not 

aelieve, that you sometimes quit the garret, and ascend 

into the cock-loft. 

HYPERTATUS. 
g 2 
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— ' Omnes illacrymabiUs 
Urg*ntur % ignotique longct 
Node. 

KOIl. 

In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown. 

FRANCIS* 

Cicero has, with his usual elegance and magnificence 
of language, attempted, in his relation of the dream 
of Scipio, to depreciate those honours for which he 
himself appears to have panted with restless solici- 
tude, by shewing within what narrow limits all that 
fame and celebrity which man can hope from men is 
circumscribed* 

" You see," says dfrkanus, pointing at the earth 
from the celestial regions, " that the globe assigned 
" to the residence and habitation of human beings is 
" of small dimensions: how then can you obtain 
" from the praise of men, any glory worthy of a 
" wish ? Of this little world the inhabited parts 
neither numerous nor wide; even the spots w 
men are to be found are broken by interven 
" deserts; and the nations are so separated < 

nothing can be transmitted from one to « r. 

With the people of the south, by win uie op* 
posite part of the earth is possessed, you have ni 
intercourse ; and by how small a tract do you con* 
" municate with the countries of the north ? Tin 
" territory which you inhabit is no more than a scant] 
island inclosed by a small body of water, to wbicl 
you give the name of the great sea and the AtlatUic 
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tl ocean. And even in this known and frequented 
" continent, what hope can you entertain, that your 
,( renown will pass the stream of Ganges, or the cliffs 
" of Caucasus? Or by whom will your name be ut- 
" tered in the extremities of the north or south, to- 
" wards the rising or the setting sun ? So narrow is 
" the space to which your fame can be propagated, 
" and even there how long will it remain } 

He then proceeds to assign natural causes why fame 
is not only narrow in its extent, but short in its dura- 
tion ; he observes the difference between the compu- 
tation of time in earth and heaven, and declares, that 
according to the celestial chronology, no human ho- 
nours can last a single year. 

Such are the objections by which Tvlly has made a 
show of discouraging the pursuit of fame ; objections 
which sufficiently discover his tenderness and regard 
for his darling phantom. Homer, when the plan of 
his poem made the death of Patroclus necessary, re- 
solved, at least, that he should die with honour ; and 
therefore brought down against him the patron god of 
Troy, and left to Hector only the mean task of giving 
the last blow to an enemy whom a divine band had 
dfsabled from resistance. Thus Tully ennobles fame, 
which he professes to degrade, by opposing it to celes- 
tial happiness ; he confines not its extent but by the 
boundaries of nature, nor contracts its duration but 
by representing it small in the estimation of superior 
beings. He still admits it the highest and noblest 
of terrestrial objects, and alleges little more against 
it, than that it is neither without end, nor without 
limits. 

What might be the effect of these observations 
conveyed in Ciceronian eloquence to Roman under* 
standings, cannot be determined ; but few of those 
who shall in the present age read my humble version, 
will find themselves much depressed in their hopes, or 

63 
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retarded in their designs; for I am not inclined to be- ■ 
lieve, that they who among us pass their lives in the 
cultivation of knowledge, or the acquisition of power, 
have very anxiously inquired what opinions prevail on 
the further banks of the Ganges, or invigorated any 
effort by the desire of. spreading their renown among 
the clans of Caucasus. The hopes and fears of modern 
minds are content to range in a narrower compass j a 
single nation, and a few years, have generally suf- 
ficient amplitude to fill our imagination. 

A little consideration will indeed teach us, that fame 
has other limits than mountains and oceans; and that 
he who places happiness in the frequent repetition of 
his name, may spend his life in propagating it, without 
any danger of weeping for new worlds, or necessity of 
passing the At Ian tick sea. 

The numbers to whom any real and perceptible 
good or evil can be derived by the greatest power, or 
most active diligence, are inconsiderable ; and where 
neither benefit nor mischief operate, the only motive 
to the mention or remembrance of others is curiosity j 
a passion, which, though in some degree universally 
associated to reason, is easily confined, overborne, or 
diverted from any particular object. 

Among the lower classes of mankind, there will be 
found very little desire of any other knowledge, than 
what may contribute immediately to the relief of some 
pressing uneasiness, or the attainment of some near 
advantage. The Turks are said to hear with wonder a 
proposal to walk out only that they may walk back ; 
and inquire why any man should labour for nothing : 
so those whose condition has always restrained them to 
the contemplation of their own necessities, and who 
have been accustomed to look forward only to a small 
distance, will scarcely understand why nights and 
days should be spent in studies, which end in new 
studies, and which, according to MaUterbe't observa- 
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tion, do not tend to lessen the price of bread ; nor will 
the trader or manufacturer easily be persuaded, that 
much pleasure can arise from the mere knowledge of 
actions, performed in remote regions, or in distant 
times ; or that any thing can deserve their inquiry, of 
which xXf©*oloy dx80fL&r,tJ$e r\ ifycsv, wecanonly bear 
the report, but which cannot influence our lives by 
any consequences. 

The truth is, that very few have leisure from in- 
dispensable business, to employ their thoughts upon 
narrative or characters; and among those to whom 
fortune has given the liberty of living more by their 
own choice, many create to themselves engagements, 
by the indulgence of some petty ambition, the ad- 
mission of some insatiable desire, or the toleration of 
some predominant passion. The man whose whole 
wish is to accumulate money, has no other care than 
to collect interest, to estimate securities, and to en* 
gage for mortgages : the lover disdains to turn his ear 
to any other name than that of Corinna ; and the 
courtier thinks the hour lost, which is not spent in pro- 
moting his interest, and facilitating his advancement. 
The adventures of valour, and the discoveries of 
science, will find a cold reception, when they are ob- 
truded upon an attention thus busy with its favourite 
amusement, and impatient of interruption or dis- 
turbance. 

But not only such employments as seduce attention 
by appearances of dignity, or promises of happiness, 
may restrain the mind from excursion and inquiry ; 
curiosity may be equally destroyed by less formidable 
-enemies ; it may be dissipated in trifles, or congealed 
by indolence. The sportsman and the man of dress 
have their heads filled with a fox or a horse-race, a 
feather or a ball ; and live in ignorance of every thing 
beside, with as much content as he that heaps up gold, 
or solicits preferment, digs the field, or beats the anvil ; 
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and some yet lower in the ranks of intellect, dream 
out their days without pleasure or business, without 
joy or sorrow, nor ever rouse from their lethargy to 
hear or think. 

Even of those who have dedicated themselves to 
knowledge, the far greater part have confined their 
curiosity to a few objects, and have very little inclina- 
tion to promote any fame but that of which their own 
studies entitle them to partake. The naturalist has 
no desire to know the opinions or conjectures of the 
philologer: the botanist looks upon the astronomer as a 
being unworthy of his regard : the lawyer scarcely 
hears the name of a physician without contempt 5 and 
he that is growing great and happy by electrifying a 
bottle, wonders how the world can be engaged by 
trifling prattle. about war or peace. 

If, therefore, he that imagines the world filled with 
his actions and praises shall subduct from the number 
of his encomiasts, all those who are placed below the 
flight of fame, and who hear in the valleys of life no 
voice but that of necessity $ all those who imagine 
themselves too important to regard him, and consider 
the mention of his name as an usurpation of their 
time ; all who are too much, or too little pleased with 
themselves, to attend to any thing external 5 all who 
are attracted by pleasure, or chained down by pain, to 
unvaried ideas ; all who are withheld from attend- 
ing bis triumph by different pursuits; and all who 
slumber in universal negligence 5 he will find his re- 
nown straitened by nearer bounds than the rocks of 
Caucasus, and perceive that no man can be vener- 
able or formidable, but to a small part of his fellow- 
crentures. 

That we may not languish in our endeavours after 
excellence, it is necessary that, as sJJncanus counsels 
his descendant, " we raise our eyes to higher pro- 
" spects, and contemplate our future and eternal state, 
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" without giving up our hearts to the praise of crowds, 
" or fixing oar hopes on such rewards as human 
" power can bestow." 



N'llQ. TUESDAY, MAY 7, 1751. 



Mac* intra mms ptteatvr, d extra. 



HOE. 



Faults lay on either side the Troja* toVrs. 

ELPHINftTOX* 

, To Me RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

As, notwithstanding all that wit, or malice, or pride, 
or prudence will be able to suggest, men and women 
must at last pass their lives together, I have never 
therefore thought those writers friends to human hap- 
piness, who endeavour to excite in either sex a general 
contempt or suspicion of the other. To persuade them 
who are entering the world, and looking abroad for a 
suitable associate, that all are equally vicious, or 
equally ridiculous 5 that they who trust are certainly 
betrayed, and they who esteem are always disap- 
pointed 5 is not to awaken judgment, but to inflame 
temerity. Without hope there can be no caution. 
Those who are convinced that no reason for pre- 
ference can be found, will never harass their thoughts 
with doubt and deliberation -> they will resolve, since 
they are doomed to misery, that no needless anxiety 
shall disturb their quiet > they will plunge at hazard 
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into the crowd, and snatch the first hand that shall be 
held toward them. 

That the world is overrun with vice, cannot be de- 
nied } but vice, however predominant, has not yejt 
gained an unlimited dominion. Simple and unrhin- 
gled good is not in our power, but we may generally 
escape a greater evil by suffering a less ; and, there- 
fore, those who undertake to initiate the young and 
ignorant in the knowledge of life, should be careful to 
inculcate the possibility of virtue and happiness, .and 
to encourage endeavours by prospects of success. 

You, perhaps, do not suspect that these are the sen- 
timents of one who has been subject for many years to 
all the hardships of antiquated virginity; has been 
long accustomed to the coldness of neglect, and the 
petulance of insult ; has been mortified in full assem- 
blies by inquiries after forgotten fashions, games long 
disused and wits and beauties of ancient renown ; has 
been invited, with malicious importunity,to the second 
wedding of many acquaintances ; has been ridiculed 
by two generations of coquets in whispers intended to 
be heard ; and been long considered by the airy and 
gay as too venerable for familiarity, and too wise for 
pleasure. It is, indeed, natural for injury to provoke 
anger, and by continual repetition to produce an habi- 
tual asperity , yet 1 have hitherto struggled with so 
much vigilance against my pride and my resentment* 
that I have preserved my temper uncorrupted.^ I have 
not yet made it any part of my employment to collect 
sentences against marriage; nor am inclined to lessen 
the number of the few friends whom time has left me, 
by obstructing that happiness which I cannot partake, 
and venting my vexation in censures of the forward- 
ness and indiscretion of girls, or the inconstancy, taste- 
lessness, and perfidy of men. 

It is, indeed, not very difficult to bear that condi- 
tion to which we are not condemned by necessity, but 
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induced by observation and choice ; and therefore I» 
perhaps, have never yet felt all the malignity with 
which a reproach, edged with the appellation of old 
maid, swells some of those hearts in which it is in- 
fixed. I was not condemned in my youth to solitude, 
cither by indigence or deformity, nor passed the earlier 
part of life without the flattery of courtship, and the 
joys of triumph. I have danced the round of gaiety 
amidst the murmurs of envy, and gratulations of ap- 
plause ; been attended from pleasure to pleasure by 
the great, the sprightly, and the vain ; and seen my 
regard solicited by the obsequiousness of gallantry, the 
gaiety of wit, and the timidity of love. If, therefore, 
lam yet a stranger to nuptial happiness, I suffer only 
the consequences of my own resolves, and can look 
back upon the succession of lovers, whose addresses I 
have rejected, without grief and without malice. 

When my name first began to be inscribed upon 
glasses, I was honoured with the amorous professions 
of the gay Venustt-lus, a gentleman, who, being the 
only son of a wealthy family, had been educated in all 
the wantonness of-expence, and softness of effeminacy. 
He was beautiful in his person, and easy in his ad- 
dress, and, therefore, soon gained upon my eye at an 
age when the sight is very liitle over-ruled by the un- 
derstanding. He had not any power in himself of 
gladdening or amusing; but supplied his want of con- 
versation by treats and diversions ; and his chief art of 
courtship was to fill the mind of his mistress with par- 
ties, rambles, jnusick, and shows. We were often 
engaged in short excursions to gardens and seats, and 
I was for a while pleased with the care which Venust'u- 
lus discovered in securing me from any appearance of 
danger, or possibility of mischance. He never failed 
to recommend caution to his coachman, or to promise 
the waterman a reward if he landed us safe; and al- 
ways contrived to return by day-light forf ear of rob* 
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bers. This extraordinary solicitude was represented 
for a time as the effect of his tenderness for me; but 
fear is too strong for continued hypocrisy. I soon dis- 
covered, that Venustulus had the cowardice as well as. 
elegance of a female. His imagination was perpetu- 
ally clouded with terrors, and he could scarcely refrain 
from screams and outcries at any accidental surprise. 
He durst not enter a room if a rat was heard behind 
the wainscot, nor cross a field where the cattle were 
frisking in the sunshine ; the least breeze that waved 
upon the river was a storm, and every clamour in the 
street was a cry of fire. I have seen him lose his co- 
lour when my squirrel had broke his chain; and waft 
forced to throw water in his face on the sudden en- 
trance of a black cat. Compassion once obliged me 
to drive away, with my fan, a beetle that kept him in 
distress, and chide off a dog that yelped at his heels, to 
which he would gladly have given up me to facilitate 
his own escape. Women naturally expect defence and 
protection from a lover or a husband, and, therefore, 
you will not think me culpable in refusing a wretch 
who would have burthened life with unnecessary fears* 
and flown to me for that succour which it was has duty 
to have given. 

My next lover was Fungos; the son of a stock-job* 
ber, whose visits my friends, by the importunity of per-* 
suasion, prevailed upon me to allow. Fimgoso was not 
very suitable companion ; for having been bred in a 
compting-house, he spoke a language unintelligible in 
any other place. He had no desire of any reputation 
but that of an acute prognosticator of the changes in 
the funds; nor had any means of raising merriment 
but by telling how somebody was overreached in a bar- 
gain by his father. He was, however, a youth of 
great sobriety and prudence, and frequently informed 
us how carefully he would improve my fortune. I was 
not in haste to conclude the match* but was 50 much 
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awed by my parents, that I durst not dismiss him! and 
might, perhaps, have been doomed for ever to the 
grossness of pedlary, and the jargon of usury, had not 
a fraud been discovered in the settlement, which set 
me free from the persecution of groveling pride, and 
pecuniary impudence. 

I was afterwards six months without any particular 
notice, but at last became the idol of the glittering 
Flosculus, who prescribed the mode of embroidery to 
all the fops of his time, and varied at pleasure the cock 
of every hat, and the sleeve of every coat that appeared 
in fashionable assemblies. Flosculus made some im- 
pression upon my heart by a compliment which few 
ladies can hear without emotion ; he commended my 
skill in dress, my judgment in suiting colours, and my 
art in disposing ornaments. But flosculus was too 
much engaged by his own elegance to be sufficiently 
attentive to the duties of a lover, or to please with 
varied praise an ear made delicate by riot of adulation. 
He expected to be repaid part of his tribute, and staid 
away three days, because 1 neglected to take notice of 
a new coat. I quickly found that Flosculus was rather 
a rival than an admirer ; and that we should probably 
live in a perpetual struggle of emulous finery, and 
spend our lives in stratagems to be first in the fashion. 

1 had soon after the honour at a feast of attracting 
the eyes of Dentatus, one of those human beings whose 
only happiness is to dine. Dentatus regaled me with fo- 
reign varieties, told me of measures thai he had laid for 
procuring tfye best cook ; n Fiance, zmd entertained ne 
with bills of fare, prescribed the arrangement of dishes, 
and taught me two sauces invented by himself. At 
length, such is the uncertainty of human happiness, I 
declared my opinion loo hastily upon a pie made under 
his own direction^ after which he grew so cold and 
negligent, that he was easily dismissed. 

Jdany othor lovers, or pretended lovers, I have had 
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the honour to lead a while In triumph. But two of 
them I drove from me, by discovering that they had no 
taste or knowledge in musick; three I dismissed be- 
cause they were drunkards 5 two, because they paid 
their addresses at the same time to other ladies; and 
six, because they attempted to influence my clioioe, 
by bribing my maid. Two more I discarded at the 
second visit, for obscene allusions; and tive for drol- 
lery on religion. In the latter part of my reign, I 
sentenced two to perpetual exile, for offering me set- 
tlements, by which the children of a former marriage 
would have been injured ; four, for representing falsely 
the value of their estates 3 three, for concealing their 
debts; and one for raising the rent of a decrepit 
tenant. 

J have now sent you a narrative, which the ladies 
may oppose to the tale of Hymenavs. I mean not to 
depreciate the sex which has produced poets and phi- 
losophers, heroes and martyrs ; but will not suffer the 
rising generation of beauties to be dejected by partial 
satire; or to imagine, that those who censure them 
have not likewise their follies a*id their vices. I do 
not believe happiness unattainable in marriage, though 
I have never yet been able to find a man, with whom 
I could prudently venture an inseparable union. It j» 
necessary to expose faults, that their deformity may be 
seen ; but the reproach ought not to be extended be- 
yond the crime, nor either sex to be condemned, 
because some women, or men, are indelicate, or 
dishonest. 

I am, fyc. 

TRANQUILLA. 
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NM2a SATURDAY, MAY 11, 1751. 



JtedtTititm Cpi tolio Pbraatem 
THssidens piebiy manero kcatontm 
Exinnt virtasf populumque falsi* 

tkdocetuii 
VaaBus. 

True virtue can the crowd unteacb 
Their false mistaken forms of speech ; 
Virtue to crowds a foe profest, 
Disdains to number with the West 
PbraattSy by his slaves adoc'd, 
And to the Parthian crown restored. 



DOR. 



FRANCIS. 



In the reign dJenghk Can, conqueror of the east, in 
the city oiSarmacand, lived Nouradin the merchant, 
renowned throughout all the regions of India for the 
extent of his commerce, and the integrity of his 
dealings. His warehouses were filled with all the 
commodities of the remotest nations; every rarity of 
nature, every curiosity of art, whatever was valuable, 
whatever was useful, hasted to his hand. The streets 
were crowded with his carriages; the sea was covered 
with his ships; the streams of Oxus were wearied 
with conveyance, and every breeze of the sky wafted 
wealth to Nouradin. 

At length Nouradin felt himself seized with a slow 
malady, which he first endeavoured to divert by appli- 
cation, and afterwards to relieve by luxury and in- 
dulgence j but finding his strength every day less, he 
was at last terrified, and called for help upon the sages 
of physick j they filled his apartments with alexiphar- 

H2 
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micks, restoratives, and essential virtues ; the pearls 
of the ocean were dissolved, the spices of Arabia were 
distilled, and all the powers of nature were employed 
to give new spirits to his nerves, and new balsam to 
his blood. Nouradin was for some time amused with 
promises, invigorated with cordials, or soothed with 
anodynes j but the disease preyed upon his vitals, and 
he soon discovered with indignation, that health was 
not to be bought. He was confined to his chamber, 
deserted by his physicians, and rarely visited by his 
friends ; but his unwillingness to die flattered him long 
with hopes of life. 

At length, having passed the night in tedious lan- 
guor, he called to him Almamoulin, his only son 5 and 
dismissing his attendants, " My son," says he, " be- 
" hold here the weakness and fragility of man j look 
" backward a few days, thy father was great and 
" happy, fresh as the vernal rose, and strong as the 
* r cedar of the mountain ; the nations of Asia drank 
€t his dews, and art and commerce delighted in his 
€l shade. Malevolence beheld me, and sighed : his 
" root, she cried, is fixed in the depths j it is wa- 
tered by the fountains of Ox us; it sends out branches 
afar, and bids defiance to the blast 5 prudence re- 
" clines against his trunk, and prosperity dances on 
" his top. ftow, Almamoulin, look upon me wither- 
" ing and prostrate 5 look upon me and attend. I 
" have trafficked, I have prospered, I have rioted in 
<( gain; my house is splendid, my servants are hu- 
k ' merous 5 yet I displayed only a small part of my 
sc riches j the rest, which I was hindered from en- 
" joying by the fear of raising envy, or templing 
rapacity, I have piled in towers, I have buried in 
caverns, I have hidden in secret repositories, which 
this sci oil will discover. My purpose was, after 
ten months more spent in commerce, to have with- 
drawn my wealth to a safer country ; to have given 
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" seven years to delight and festivity, and the re- 
" maining part of my days to solitude and repent- 
" anee - 7 but the hand of death is upon me ; a frigo- 
" rifkk torpor encroaches upon rhy veins \ I am now 
" leaving the produce of my toil, which it must be 
*' thy business to enjoy with wisdom.'* The thought 
of leaving his wealth filled Nouradin with such grief, 
that he fell into convulsions, became delirious, and 
expired. 

Almamoulin, who loved his lather, was touched a 
while with honest sorrow, and sat two hours in pro- 
found meditation, without perusing the paper which 
tie held in his hand. He then retired to his own 
chamber, as overborne with affliction, and there read 
the inventory of his new possessions, which swelled 
his heart with such transports, that he no longer la- 
mented bis father's death. He was now sufficiently 
composed to order a funeral of modest magnificence, 
suitable at once to the rank of Kou ratlin 9 a profession, 
and the reputation of his wealth. The two next 
nights he spent in visiting the tower and the caverns, 
and found the treasures greater to his eye than to his 
imagination. 

Almamoulin had been bred to the practice of exact 
frugality, and had often looked with envy on the finery 
and expences of other young men : he therefore be- 
lieved, that happiness was now in his power, since he 
could obtain all of which he had hitherto been accus- 
tomed to regret the want. He resolved to give a loose < 
to his desires, to revel in enjoyment/ and feel pain or 
uneasiness no more. 

He immediately procured a splendid equipage, 
dressed his servants in rich embroidery, and covered 
his horses with golden caparisons. He showered down 
silver on the populace, and suffered their acclamations 
to swell him with insolence. The nobles saw him 
with anger, the wise men of the state combined 

H3 
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against him, the leaders of armies threatened his de- 
struction. AimamouMn was informed of his danger : 
he put on the robe of mourning in the presence of his 
enemies, and appease^ them with gold, and gems; 
and supplication. 

He then sought to strengthen himself, by an al- 
liance with the princes of Tartary, and offered the 
price of kingdoms for a wife of noble birth. His suit 
was g nerally rejected, and his presents refused} but a 
princess of Astracau pnce condescended to admit him 
to her presence. She received him sitting on a throne; 
attired in the robe of royalty, and shining with the 
jewels of Golconda ; command sparkled in her eyes, 
and dignity towered on her forehead. AlmamouHn 
approached and trembled. She saw his confusion, 
and disdained him : How, says she, dares the wretch 
hope my obedience, who thus shrinks at my glance ? 
Retire, and enjoy thy riches in sordid ostentation; 
thou wast born to be wealthy, but never canst be 
great. 

He then contracted his desires to more private and 
domestick pleasures. He built palaces, he laid out 
gardens, he changed the face of the land, he trans- 
planted forests, he levelled mountains, opened pro- 
spects into distant regions poured fountains from 
the tops of turrets, and rolled rivers through new 
channels. 

These amusements pleased him £,r a time; but 
languor and weariness soon invaded him His bowers 
lost their fragrance, and the waters murmured with- 
out notice He purchased large tracts of land in 
distant provinces, adorned them with houses of plea- 
sure, and diversified them with accommodations for 
different seasons. Change of place at first relieved his 
satiety, but all the novelties of situation were soon ex- 
hausted; he found his heart vacant, and his desires, 
for want of external objects, ravaging himself. 
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He therefore returned to Samarcand, and set open 
his doors to those whom idleness sends out in search 
of pleasure. His tables were always covered with 
delicacies ; wines of every vintage sparkled in his 
bowls, and his lamps scattered perfumes. The sound 
of the lute, and the voice of the singer, chased away 
sadness ; every hour was crowded with pleasure j and 
the day ended and began with feasts and dances, and 
revelry and merriment. Almawoulin cried out, " I 
" have at last found the use of riches; I am sur- 
rounded by companions, who view my greatness 
without envy 5 and I enjoy at once the raptures of 
" popularity, and the safety of an obscure station. 
" WOiat trouble can he feel, whom all are studious to 
" please, that they may be repaid with pleasure ? 
" What danger can he dread, to whom every man is 
« a friend ?" 

Such were the thoughts of Almamouiin, as he looked 
down from a gallery upon the gay assembly, regaling at 
his ex pence 3 but in the midst of this soliloquy, an officer 
of justice entered the house, and, in the form of legal 
citation, summoned Almamouiin to appear before the 
emperor. The guests stood awhile aghast, then stole 
imperceptibly away, and he was led off without a 
single voice to witness his integrity. He now found 
one of his most frequent visitants accusing him of 
treason, in hopes of sharing his confiscation 5 yet, 
unpatronized, and unsupported, he cleared himself by 
the openness of innocence, and the consistence of 
truth 5 he was dismissed with honour, and his accuser 
perished in prison. 

Aimamoulin now perceived with how little reason he 
had hoped for justice or fidelity from those who live 
only to gratify their senses j and, being now weary 
with vain experiments upon life and fruitless re- 
searches after felicity, he had recourse to a sage, who, 
after spending his youth in travel and observation, had 
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retired from all human cares, to a small habitation on 
the banks of Oxus, where he conversed only with such 
as solicited his counsel. " Brother/' said the phi- 
losopher, (f thou hast suffered thy reason to be de- 
luded by idle hopes, and fallacious appearances. 
Having long looked with desire upon riches, thou 
hadst taught thyself to think them more valuable 
than nature designed them, and to expect from 
them, what experience has now taught thee, that 
they cannot give. That they do not confer wisdom, 
thou mayest be convinced, by considering at how 
dear a price they tempted thee, upon thy first en- 
trance into the world, to purchase the empty sound 
of vulgar acclamation. That they cannot bestow 
fortitude or magnanimity, that man may be cer- 
tain, who stood trembling at Astracan, before a 
being, not naturally superior to himself. That they 
will not supply unexhausted pleasure, the recol- 
lection of forsaken palaces, and neglected gardens, 
will easily inform thee. That they rarely purchase 
friends, thou didst soon discover, when thou wert 
left to stand thy trial uncountenanced and alone. 
Yet think not riches useless; there are purposes, 
to which a wise man may be delighted to apply 
them; they may, by a rational distribution to those 
who want them, ease the pains of helpless disease, 
still the throbs of restless anxiety, relieve innocence 
from oppression, and raise imbecility to cheerful- 
ness and vigour. This they will enable thee to 
perform, and this will afford the only happiness 
ordained for our present state, the confidence of 
divine favour, and the hope of future rewards." 



S° 121. THE RAMBLE*. 81 



N° 121. TUESDAY, MAY 14, 1751. 



M 



imitator cs, servum pectu / 

HO*. 

Away ye imitators, servile herd ! 

ZLFHIN8T01*. 



I have been informed by a letter from one of the 
universities, that among the youth from whom the 
next swarm of reasoners is to learn philosophy, and 
the next flight of beauties to hear elegies and sonnets, 
there are many, who, instead of endeavouring by 
books and meditation to form their own opinions, 
content themselves with the secondary knowledge 
which a convenient bench in a coffee-house can sup- 
ply j and without any examination or distinction, adopt 
the criticisms and remarks, which happen to drop 
from those, who have risen, by merit or fortune, to 
reputation and authority. 

These humble retailers of knowledge my corre- 
spondent stigmatises with the name of Echoes; and 
seems desirous that they should be made ashamed of 
lazy submission, and animated to attempts after new 
discoveries, and original sentiments. 

It is very natural for young men to be vehement, 
acrimonious, and severe. For as they seldom com- 
prehend at once all the consequences of a position, or 
perceive the difficulties by which cooler and more ex- 
perienced reasoners are restrained from confidence, 
they form their conclusions with great precipitance. 
Seeing nothing that can darken or embarrass the ques- 
tion, they expect to find their own opinion universally 
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prevalent, and are inclined to impute uncertainty and 
hesitation to want of honesty, rather than of know- 
ledge. I may perhaps, therefore, be reproached by 
my lively correspondent, when ill shall be found, that 
I have no inclination to persecute these collectors' of 
fortuitous knowledge with the severity required; yet, 
as I am now too old to be much pained by hasty cen- 
sure, I shall not be afraid of taking into protection 
those whom I think condemned without a sufficient 
knowledge of their cause. 

He that adopts the sentiments of another, whom 
he has reason to believe wiser than himself, is only to 
be blamed when he claims the honours which are not 
due but to the author, and endeavours to deceive 
the world into praise and veneration ; for, to learn, 
is the proper business of youth ; and whether we in- 
crease our knowledge by books or by conversation, we 
are equally indebted to foreign assistance. 

The greater part of students are not born with 
abilities to construct systems, or advance knowledge ; 
nor can have any hope beyond that of becoming intel- 
ligent hearers in the schools of art, of being able to 
comprehend what others discover, and to remember 
what others teach. Even those to whom Providence 
hath allotted* greater strength of understanding, can 
expect only to improve a single science. In every 
other part of learning, they must be content to follow 
opinions, which they are not able to examine ; and, 
even in that which they claim as peculiarly their own, 
can seldom add more than some small particle of 
knowledge, to the hereditary stock devolved to them 
from ancient times, the collective labour of a thousand 
intellects. 

In science, which being fixed and limited, admits 
of no other variety than such as arises from new me- 
thods of distribution, or new arts .of illustration, the 
necessity of following the traces of our predecessors is 
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indisputably evident; but there appears no reason, 
why imagination should be subject to the same re- 
straint. It might be conceived, that of those who 
profess to forsake the narrow paths of truth, ever}' 
one may deviate towards a different point, since though 
rectitude is uniform and fixed, obliquity may be in- 
finitely diversified. The roads of science are narrow, 
so that they who travel them, must either follow or 
meet one another ; but in the boundless regions of 
possibility, which fiction claims for her dominion, 
there are surely a thousand recesses unexplored, a 
thousand flowers unplucked, a thousand fountains 
unexhausted, combinations of imagery yet unob- 
served, and races of ideal inhabitants not hitherto 
described. 

Yet, whatever hope may persuade, or reason evince, 
experience can boast of very few additions to ancient 
fable. The wars of Troy, and the travels of Ulysses, 
have furnished almost all succeeding poets with 
incidents, characters, and sentiments. The Romans 
are confessed to have attempted little more than to 
display in their own tongue the inventions of the 
Greeks. There is, in all their writings, such a per- 
petual recurrence of allusions to the tales of the fabu- 
lous age, that they must be confessed often to want 
that power of giving pleasure which novelty supplies ; 
nor can we wonder that they excelled so much in the 
graces of diction, when we consider how rarely they 
were employed in search of new thoughts. 

The warmest admirers of the great Mantuan poet 
pm extol him for little more than the skiU with which 
lie has, by making his hero both a traveller and a war- 
rior, united the beauties of the Iliad and the Odyssey 
in one composition: yet his judgment was perhaps 
sometimes overborne, by his avarice of the Homeric k 
treasures ; and, for fear of suffering a sparkling or- 
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nament to be lost, he has inserted it where it cannot 
shine with its original splendor. 

When Ulysses visited the infernal regions, he found, 
among the heroes that perished at Troy, his competitor 
Ajax, who, when the arms of Achilles were adjudged 
to Ulysses, died by his own hand in the madness of 
disappointment. He still appeared to resent, as on 
earth, his loss and disgrace. Ulysses endeavoured to 
pacify him with praises and submission; but Ajax 
walked away without reply. This passage has always 
been considered as eminently beautiful; because Ajax, 
the haughty chief, the unlettered soldier, of unshaken 
courage, of immoveable constancy, but without the 
power of recommending his own virtues by eloquence, 
or enforcing his assertions by any other argument than 
the sword, had no way of making his anger known, 
but by gloomy sullenness and dumb ferocity. His 
hatred of a man whom he conceived to have defeated 
him only by volubility of tongue, was therefore natu- 
rally shewn by silence more contemptuous and piercing 
than any words that so rude an orator could have 
found, and by which he gave his enemy no oppor- 
tunity of exerting the only power in which he was 
superior. 

When JEneas is sent by Virgil to the shades, he meets 
Dido the queen of Carthage, whom his perfidy had 
hurried to the grave; he accosts her with tenderness 
and excuses; but the lady turns away like Ajax in 
mute disdain. She turns away like Ajax ; but she 
resembles him in none of those qualities which give 
either dignity or propriety to sil.nce. She might, 
without any departure from the teiwur of her conduct, 
have burst out like other injured women into clamour, 
reproach, and denunciation; but Virgil had his ima- 
gination full of Ajax, and therefore could not prevail 
on himself to teach Dido any other mode of resentment. 
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If Virgil could be thus seduced by imitation, there 
will be little* hope, that common wits should escape; 
and accordingly we hud, that besides the universal and 
acknowledged practice of copying the ancients, there 
has prevailed in every age a particular species or 
fiction. At one time all truth was conveyed in alle- 
gory ; at another, nothing was seen but in a vision ; 
at one period all the poets followed sheep, and every 
event produced a pastoral} at another they busied 
themselves wholly in giving directions to a painter. 

It is indeed easy to conceive why any fashion should 
become popular, by which idleness is favoured, and 
imbecility assisted -, but surely no man of genius can 
much applaud himself for repeating a tale with which 
the audience is already tired, and which could bring no 
honour to any but its inventor. 

There are, I think, two schemes of writing, on 
which the laborious wits ef the present time employ 
their faculties. One is the adaptation of sense to au 
the rhymes which our language can supply to some 
word, that makes the burthen of the stanza > but this, 
as it has been only used in a kind of amorous bur- 
lesque, can scarcely be censured with much acrimony. 
The other is the imitation of Spenser, which, by the 
influence of some men of learning aud genius, seems 
likely to gain upon the age, and therefore desen e; to 
be more attentively considered. 

To imitate the fictions and sentiments of Spenser 
can incur no reproach, for allegory is perhaps one of 
the most pleasing vehicles of instruction. But I am 
very far from extending the same respect to his diction 
or his stanza. His style was in his own time allowed 
to be vicious, so darkened with old words and pecu- 
liarities of phrase, and so remote from common use, 
that Johnson boldly pronounces him o nave written no 
language. His stanza is at once difficult and un- 
pleasing -, tiresome to the ear by its uniformity, and 

VOL. xxi. I 
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to the attention by its length. It was at first formed 
in imitation of the Italian poets, without due regard 
to the genius of our language. The Italians have 
little variety of termination, and were forced to con- 
trive such a stanza as might admit the greatest num- 
ber of similar rhymes ; but our words end with so 
much diversity, that it is seldom convenient for us to 
bring more than two of the same sound together. If 
it be justly observed by Milton, that rhyme obliges 
poets to express their thoughts in improper terms, 
these improprieties must always be multiplied, as 
the difficulty of rhyme is increased by long conca- 
tenations. 

The imitators of Spenser are indeed not very rigid 
censors of themselves, for they seem to conclude, that 
when they have disfigured their lines with a few ob- 
solete syllables, they have accomplished their design* 
without considering that they ought not only to admit 
old words, but to avoid new. The laws of imitation 
are broken by every word introduced since the time of 
Spenser, as the character of Hector is violated by 
quoting Aristotle in the play. It wduld indeed be 
difficult to exclude from a long poem all modern 
phrases, though it is easy to sprinkle it with gleaning* 
of antiquity. Perhaps, however, the style of Spense 
might by long labour be justly copied ; but life is sure) 
given us for higher purposes than to gather what 01 
ancestors have wisely thrown away, and to learn wh 
is of no value, but because it has been forgotten. 
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JfertUqum wmtalt solum dulcedbie cumctos 
Duett. 

OVID. 

Wf secret charms our native land attracts. 

t 

Nothing is more subject to mistake and disappoint- 
ment than anticipated judgment concerning the easi- 
■es* or difficulty of any undertaking, whether we 
fern* our opinion from the performances of others, or 
ftem abstracted contemplation of the thing to be at- 
tempted. 

Whatever is done skilfully appears to be done with 
ease* and art, when it is once matured to habit, va- 
nishes from observation. We are therefore more 
powerfully excited to emulation, by those who have 
attained the highest degree of excellence, and whom 
we era therefore with least reason hope to equal. 

In adjusting the probability of success by a previous 
consideration of the undertaking, we are equally irr 
danger of deceiving ourselves. It is never easy, nor 
often possible, to comprise the series of any process 
with all its circumstances, incidents, and variations; in 
» speculative scheme. Experience soon shews us the 
tortuosities of imaginary rectitude, the complications 
of simplicity, and the asperities of smoothness. Sud- 
den difficulties often start up from the ambushes of 
art, stop the career of activity, repress the gaiety of 
confidence, and when we imagine ourselves almost at 
the end of our labours, drive us back to new plans and' 
difiereni measures. 

I 2 
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There are many things which we every day see 
others unable to perform, and perhaps have even our- 
selves miscarried in attempting; and yet can hardly 
allow to be difficult; nor can we forbear to wonder 
afresh at every new failure, or to promise certainty 
of success to our next essay ; but when we try, the 
same hindrances recur, the same inability is perceived, 
and the vexation of disappointment must again be 
suffered. 

Of the various kinds of speaking or writing, which 
serve necessity, or promote pleasure, none appears so 
artless or easy as simple narration ; for what should 
make him that knows the whole order and progress of 
an affair unable to relate it? Yet we hourly find such 
as endeavour to entertain or instruct us by recitals, 
clouding the facts which they intend to illustrate, and 
losing themselves and their auditors in wilds and 
mazes, in digression and confusion. When we have 
congratulated ourselves upon a new opportunity of 
inquiry, and new means of information; it often 
happens, that without designing either deceit or con- 
cealment, without ignorance of the fact, or unwill- 
ingness to disclose it, the relator fills tne ear with 
empty sounds, harasses the attention with fruitless 
impatience, and disturbs the imagination by a tumult 
of events, without order of time, or train of con- 
sequence. 

It is natural to believe, upon the same principle, 
that no writer has a more easy task than the historian* 
The philosopher has the works of omniscience to 
examine; and is therefore engaged in disquisitions, 
to which finite intellects are utterly unequal. The 
poet trusts to his invention, and is not only in danger 
of those inconsistencies, to which every one is ex- 
posed by departure from truth ; but may be censured 
as well for deficiencies of matter, as for irregularity 
of disposition, or impropriety of ornament. But the 
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happy historian has no other labour than of gathering 
what tradition pours down before him, or records trea- 
sure for his use. He has only the actions and designs 
of men like himself to conceive and to relate ; Be is 
not to form, but copy characters, and therefore is not 
blamed for the inconsistency of statesmen, the in- 
justice of tyrants, or the cowardice of commanders. 
The difficulty of making variety consistent, or uniting 
probability with surprise, needs not to disturb him j 
the manners and actions of his personages are already 
fixed; his materials are provided and put into his 
Bands, and he is at leisure to employ all his powers in 
arranging and displaying them. 

Yet, even with these advantages, very few in any 
age have been able to raise themselves to reputation 
by writing histories; and among the innumerable 
authors, who fill every nation with accounts of their 
ancestors, or undertake to transmit to futurity the 
events of their own time, the greater part, when 
fashion and novelty have ceased to recommend them, 
are of no other use than chronological memorials, 
which necessity may sometimes require to be con- 
sulted, but which fright away curiosity, and disgust 
delicacy. 

It is observed, that our nation, which has produced 
so many authors eminent for almost every other species 
of literary excellence, has been hitherto remarkably 
barren of historical genius ; and so far has this defect 
raised prejudices against us, that some have doubted, 
whether an Englishman can stop at that mediocrity of 
style, or confine his mind to that even tenour of ima- 
gination, which narrative requires. 

They who can believe that nature has so capriciously 
distributed understanding, have surely no claim to the 
honour of serious confutation. The inhabitants of 
the same country have opposite characters in different 
ages; the prevalence or neglect of any particular 

13 
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study can proceed only from the accidental influence 
of some temporary cause; and if we have failed in 
history, we can have failed only because history has 
not hitherto been diligently cultivated. 

But how is it evident, that we haVe not historians 
among us, whom we may venture to place in com- 
parison with any that the neighbouring nations can 
produce ? The attempt of Raleigh is deservedly cele- 
brated for the labour of his researches, and the ele* 
gance of his style ; but he has endeavoured to exert 
his judgment more than his genius, to select facts, 
rather than adorn them j and has produced an his- 
torical dissertation, but seldom risen to the majesty of 
history. 

The work of Clarendon deserves more regard. His 
diction is indeed neither exact in itself, nor suited to 
the purpose of history. It is the effusion of a mind 
crowded with ideas, and desirous of imparting them ; 
and therefore always accumulating words, and in- 
volving one clause and sentence in another. But there 
is in his negligence a rude inartificial majesty, which, 
without the nicety of laboured elegance, swells the 
mind by its plentitude and diffusion. His narration 
is not perhaps sufficiently rapid, being stopped too 
frequently by particularities, which, though they 
might strike the author who was present at the trans- 
actions, will not equally detain the attention of poste- 
rity. Bat his ignorance or carelessness of the art of 
writing are amply compensated by his knowledge of 
nature and of policy ; the wisdom of his maxims, the 
justness of his reasonings, and the variety, distinctness, 
and strength of his characters. 

But none of our writers can, in my opinion, justly 
contest the superiority of Knolles, who, in his history 
of the Turks, has displayed all the excellencies that 
narration can admit. His style, though somewhat 
obscured by time, and sometimes vitiated by false wit, 
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is pure, nervous, elevated, and clear. A wonderful 
multiplicity of events is so artfully arranged, and so 
distinctly explained that each facilitates the know- 
ledge of the next. Whenever a new personage is in^- 
troduced, the reader is prepared by his character for 
his actions; when a nation is first attacked, or city 
besieged, he is made acquainted with its history, or 
situation ; so that a great part of the world is brought 
into view. The descriptions of this author are with- 
out minuteness, and the digressions without ostenta- 
tion. Collateral events are so artfully woven into the 
contexture of his principal story, that they cannot be 
disjoined, without leaving it lacerated and broken. 
There is nothing turgid in his dignity, nor superfluous^ 
in his copiousness. His orations only, which he feigns, 
like the ancient historians, to have been pronounced on 
remarkable occasions, are tedious and languid \ and 
since they are merely the voluntary sports of imagina- 
tion, prove how much the most judicious and skilful 
may be mistaken in the estimate of their own powers. 
Nothing could have sunk this author in obscurity, 
hut the remoteness and barbarity of the people, whose 
story he relates. It seldom happens that all circum- 
stances concur to happiness or fame. The nation which 
produced this great historian, has the grief of seeing 
his genius employed upon a foreign and uninteresting 
subject j and that writer, who might have secured per- 
petuity to his name, by a history of his own country, 
has exposed himself to the danger of oblivion, by re- 
counting enterprises and revolutions, of which none 
desire to be informed. 
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Quo semel est imbuta recent , servabit odor em 
Testa ilu. 

HOR. 

What season'd first the vessel, keeps the taste. 

CREECH. 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Though I have so long found myself deluded by pro- 
jects of honour and distinction, that I often resolve to 
admit them no more into my heart j yet, how deter- 
minately soever excluded, they always recover their do- 
minion by force or stratagem; and whenever, after the 
shortest relaxation of vigilance, reason and caution re- 
turn to their charge, they find hope again in possession, 
-with all her train of pleasures dancing about her. 

Even while I am preparing to write a history of dis- 
appointed expectations, I cannot forbear to flatter my- 
self, that you and your readers are impatient for m; 
performance; and that the sons of learning have lai« 
down several of your late papers with discontent, whe 
they found that Misocapelus had delayed to con tint 
his narrative. 

But the desire of gratifying the expectations that 
have raised, is not the only motive of this relatic 
which, having once promised it, I think myself 
longer at liberty to forbear. For, however I n 
have wished to clear myself from every other adhes 
of trade, I hope I shall be always wise enough to 
tain my punctuality, and amidst all my new arts of 
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Bteness, continue to despise negligence, and detest 
falsehood. 

When the death of my brother had dismissed me 
from the duties of a shop, I considered myself as re- 
stored to the rights of my birth, and entitled to the 
rank and reception which my ancestors obtained. I 
was, however, embarrassed with many difficulties at 
my first re-entrance into the world; tor my haste to 
be a gentleman inclined me to precipitate measures-; 
and every accident that forced me back towards my 
old station, was considered by me as an obstruction of 
my happiness. 

It was with no common grief and 'ndignation, that 
I found my former companions still daring to claim 
any notice, and the journeymen and apprentices some- 
times pulling me by the sleeve as I was walking in the 
street, and, without any terror of my new sword, which 
was, notwithstanding, of an uncommon size, inviting 
me to partake of a bottle at the old house, and enter- 
taining me with histories of the girls in the neighbour- 
hood. I had always, in my officinal state, been kept 
in awe by lace and embroidery ; and imagined that to 
fright away these unwelcome familiarities, nothing 
was. necessary, but that I should, by splendor of dress, 
proclaim my reunion with a higher rank. I therefore 
sent for my taylor; ordered a suit with twice the 
usual quantity of lace j and, that I might not let my 
persecutors increase their confidence, by the habit of 
accosting me, staid at home till it was made. 

This week of confinement I passed in practising a 
forbidding frown, a smile of condescension, a slight 
salutation, and an abrupt departure; and in four 
mornings was able to turn upon my heel, with so 
much levity and sprightliness, that 1 made no doubt 
of discouraging all publick attempts upon my dignity* 
I therefore issued forth in rriy new coat, with a reso- 
lution of dazzling, intimacy to a titter distance; and 
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pleased myself with the timidity aud reverence which 
I should impress upon all who had hitherto presumed 
to harass me with their freedoms. But whatever was 
the cause, I did not find myself received with any new 
degree of respect; those whom I intended to drive 
from me ventured to advance with their usual phrases 
of benevolence 3 and those whose acquaintance I soli- 
cited, grew more supercilious and reserved. I began 
soon to repent the expence, by which I had procured 
no advantage, and to suspect that a shining dress, like 
a weighty weapon, has no force in itself, but owes all 
its efficacy to him that wears it. 

Many were the mortifications and calamities which 
I was condemned to surfer in my initiation to polite- 
ness. I was so much tortured by the incessant civili- 
ties of my companions, that I never passed through 
that region of the city but in a chair, with the cur- 
tains drawn ; and at last left my lodgings, and fixed 
myself in the verge of the court. Here 1 endeavoured 
to be thought a gentleman just returned from his tra- 
vels, and was pleased to have my landlord believe, that 
I was in some danger from importunate creditors $ but 
this scheme was quickly defeated by a formal deputa- 
tion sent to offer me, though I had now retired from 
business, the freedom of my company. 

I was now detected in trade, and therefore resolved 
to stay no longer. I hired another apartment, and 
changed my servants. Here I lived very happily for 
three months, and, with secret satisfaction, often 4 over- 
heard the family celebrating the greatness and felicity 
of the esquire ; though the conversation seldom ended 
without some complaint of my covetousness, or some 
remark upon my language, or my gait. I now began 
to venture into the publick walks, and to know the 
faces of nobles and beauties ; but could not observe, 
without wonder, as I passed by them, how frequently 
they were talking of a taylor. I longed, however, to 
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the constables entered and seized us, and I was once 
more compelled to sink into my former condition, by 
sending for my old master to attest my character* 

When I was deliberating to what new qualifications 
I should aspire, I was summoned into the country, by 
an account of my father's death. Here I had hopes of 
being able to distinguish myself, and to support the 
honour of my family. I therefore bought guns and 
horses, and, contrary to the expectation of the tenauts, 
increased the salary of the huntsman. But when I 
entered the field, it was soon discovered that I was not 
destined to the glories of the chace. I was afraid of 
thorns in the thicket, and of dirt in the marsh; I shi- 
vered on the brink of a river while the sportsmen 
crossed it, and trembled at the sight of a five-bar gate. 
When the sport and danger were over, I was still 
equally disconcerted ; for I was effeminate, though 
not delicate, and could only join a feebly whispering 
voice in the clamours of their triumph. 

A fall, by which my ribs were broken, soon recalled 
me to domestick pleasures, and I exerted all my art to 
obtain the favour of the neighbouring ladies; but 
wherever I came, there was always some unlucky con- 
versation upon ribbands, fillets, pins, or thread, which 
drove all my stock of compliments out of my memory, 
and overwhelmed me with shame and dejection. 

Thus 1 passed the ten first years after the death of 
my brother, in which I have learned at last to repress 
that ambition which 1 could never gratify ; and, in- 
stead of wasting more of my life in vain endeavours 
after accomplishments which, if not early acquired, no 
endeavours can obtain, I shall confine my care to those 
higher excellencies which are in every man's power; 
and though I cannot enchant affection by elegance and 
ease, hope to secure esteem by honesty and truth. 

I am, viC. 

MISOCAPELUS. 



K* 124. THE RAMBLER. iff 



N 9 1 24. SATURDAY, MAY 25, 1 75 1 . 



Tacilum sylvaj inter reptare salubru, 
CuramUm quuquid di^num sap'unU bta^quc est. 

HO*. 

To range in silence through each healthful wood, 
And muse what's worthy of the wise and good. 

SLPH1NST0N. 



The season of the year is now come, in which the 
theatres are shut, and the card-tables forsaken; the 
regions of luxury are for a while unpeopled, and plea- 
sure leads out ber votaries to groves and gardens, to 
still scenes and erratick gratifications. Those who 
have passed many months in a continual tumuit of 
diversion; who have never opened their eyes in the 
morning but upon some new appointment; nor slept 
at night without a dream of dances, musick, and good 
hands, or of soft sighs and humble supplications; must 
now retire to distant provinces, where the sirens of 
flattery are scarcely to be heard, where beauty sparkles 
without praise or envy, and wit is repeated only by 
the echo. 

As I think it one of the most important duties of 
social benevolence to give warning of the approach of 
calamity, when by timely prevention it may be turned 
aside, or by preparatory measures be more easily en- 
dared, I cannot feel the increasing warmth, or observe 
the lengthening days, without considering the condi- 
tion of my fair readers, who are now preparing to 
leave all that has so long filled up their hours, all from 
which they have been accustorm-d to hope for delight 5 
and who, till iasnion proclaims the liberty of returning 

vol. xxi. K 
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to the seats of mirth and elegance, must endure the 
rugged 'squire, the sober housewife, the loud hunts* 
man, or the formal parson, the roar of obstreperous 
jollity, or the dulness of prudential instruction} with- 
out any retreat but to the gloom of solitude, where 
they will yet find greater inconveniencies, and must 
learn, however unwillingly, to endure themselves. 

In winter, the life of the polite and gay may be said 
to roll on with a strong and rapid current 5 they float 
along from pleasure to pleasure, without the trouble of 
regulating their own motions, and pursue the course 
of the stream in all the felicity of inattention ; content 
that they find themselves in progression, and careless 
whither they are going. But the months of summer 
are a kind of sleeping stagnation without wind or tide, 
where they are left to force themselves forward by their 
own labour, and to direct their passage by their own 
skill} and where, if they have not some internal prin- 
ciple of activity, they must be stranded upon shallows, 
or lie torpid in a perpetual calm. 

There are, indeed, some to whom this universal dis- 
solution of gay societies affords a welcome opportunity 
of quitting, without disgrace, the post which they have 
found themselves unable to maintain j and of seeming 
to retreat only at the call of nature, from assemblies 
where, after a short triumph of uncontested supe- 
riority, they are overpowered by some new intruder of 
softer elegance or sprightlier vivacity. By these, hope- 
less of victory, and yet ashamed to confess a conquest, 
the summer is regarded as a release from the fatiguing 
service -f celebrity, a dismission to more certain joys, 
and a safer empire. They now solaca themselves with 
the influence which they shall obtain, where they have 
no rival to fear; and with the lustre which they shall 
effuse, when nothing can be seen of brighter splendor. 
They imagine, while they are preparing for their 
journey, the admiration with which the rusticks will 
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crowd about them,; plan the laws Qf a new assem- 
bly; or contrive to delude provincial ignorance with a 
fictitious mode. A thousand pleasing expectations 
swarm in the fancy ; and all the approaching weeks 
are filled with distinctions, honours, and authority. 

But others, who have lately entered the world, or 
have yet had no proofs of its inconstancy and deser- 
tion, are cut off, by this cruel interruption, from the 
enjoyment of their prerogatives, and doomed to lose 
four months in inactive obscurity. Many complaints 
do vexation and desire extort from those exiled tyrants 
of the town, against the inexorable sun, who pursues 
his course without any regard to 1 ve or beauty; and 
visits either tropick at the stated time, whether shun- 
ned or courted, deprecated or implored. 

To them who leave the place* of publick resort in 
the full bloom of reputation, and withdraw from ad- * 
miration, courtship, submission, and applause ; a rural 
triumph can give nothing equivalent. The praise 
of ignorance, and the subjection of weakness, are little 
regarded by beauties who have been accustomed to 
more important conquests, and more valuable pane- 
gyricks. Nor, indeed, should the powers which have 
made havock in the theatres, or borne down rivalry in 
courts, be degraded to a mean attack upon the un tra- 
velled heir, or ignoble contest with the ruddy milk- 
maid. 

How then must four long months be worn away ? 
Four months, in which there will be no routs, no shows, 
no ridoitos ; in which visits must be regulated by the- 
weather, and assemblies will depend upon the moon ! 
The Platonists imagine, that the future punishment of 
those who have in this life debased their reason by 
subjection to their senses, and have preferred the gross 
gratifications of lewdness and luxury, to the pure and 
sublime felicity of virtue and contemplation, will arise 
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from the predominance and solicitations of the same 
appetites, in a state which can furnish no means, of 
appeasing them. I cannot but suspect that this month, 
bright with sunshine, and fragrant with perfumes; 
this month, which covers the meadow with verdure, 
and decks the gardens with all the mixtures of cdori- 
fick radiance; this month, from which the man of 
fancy expects new infusions of imagery, and the natu- 
ralist new scenes of observation ; this month will chain 
down multitudes to the Platonick penance of desire 
without enjoyment, and hurry them from the highest 
satisfactions, which they have yet learned to conceive, 
into a state of hopeless wishes and pining recollection, 
where the eye of vanity will look round for admiration 
to no purpose, and the hand of avarice shuffle cards in 
a bower with ineffectual dexterity. 

From the tediousness of this melancholy suspension' 
of life, I would willingly preserve those who are ex- 
posed to it only by inexperience; who want not incli- 
nation to wisdom or virtue, though they have been 
dissipated by negligence, or misled by example; and 
who would gladly rind the way to rational happiness, 
though it should be necessary to struggle with habit, 
and abandon fashion. To these many arts of spending 
time might be recommended, which would neither 
sadden the present hour with weariness, nor the fu- 
ture with repentance. 

It would seem impossible to a solitary speculatist, 
that a human being can want employment. To be 
born in ignorance with a capacity of knowledge, and 
to be placed in the midst of a world filled with variety, 
perpetually pressing upon the senses and irritating 
curiosity, is surely a sufficient security against the 
languish ment of inattention. Novelty is indeed ne- 
cessary to preserve eagerness and alacrity \ but art and 
nature have stores inexhaustible by human intellects} 
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and every moment produces something new to him 
who has quickened his faculties by diligent observa- 
tion. 

Some studies, for which the country and the sum- 
mer afford peculiar opportunities, I shall, perhaps, en- 
deavour to recommend in a future essay; but if there 
be any apprehension not apt to admit unaccustomed 
ideas, or any attention so stubborn and inflexible, as 
riot easily to comply with new directions, even these 
obstructions cannot exclude the pleasure of applica- 
tion ; for there is a higher and nobler employment, to 
which all faculties are adapted by him who gave them. 
The duties of religion, sincerely and regularly per- 
formed, will always be sufficient to exalt the meanest, 
and to exercise the highest understanding. That mind 
will never be vacant, which is frequently recalled by 
stated duties to meditations on eternal interests; nor 
can any hour be long which is spent in obtaining some 
new qualification for celestial happiness. 
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Dcscriptas seroare vices, operutnque colore*, 
Cur ego, si nequeo ignoroque, poeta salutor ? 

HO*. 

But if, through weakness, or my want of art, 
I can't to ev'ry different style impart 
The proper strokes and colours it may claim. 
Why am I honour'd with a poet's name i 

FRANCIS 



It is one of the maxims of the civil law, that < 
tions are hazardous. Things modified by hui 
derstandings, subject to varieties of complication, 
changeable as experience advances knowledge, or 
cident influences caprice, are scarcely to be include 
any standing form of expression, because they an 
ways suffering some alteration of their state. Dei 
tion is, indeed, not the province of man ; every tl 
is set above or below our faculties. The works 
operations of nature are too great in their extent 
too much diffused in their relations, and the perfo 
ances of art too inconstant and uncertain, to be 
duced to any determinate idea. It is impossible 
impress upon our minds an adequate and just re 
sentation of an object so great, that we can never i 
it into our view, or so mutable, that it is always cl 
ing under our eye, and has already lost its form w 
we are labouring to conceive it. 

Definitions have been no less difficult or uncer 
in criticism than in law. Imagination, a liceut 
and vagrant faculty, unsusceptible of limitations, 
impatient of restraint, has always endeavourec 
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baffle the logician, to perplex the confines of distinct 
tion, and burst the inclosures of regularity. There is, 
therefore, scarcely any species of writing, of which we) 
can tell what is its essence, and what are its constitu- 
ents j every new genius produces some innovation, 
which, when invented and approved, subverts the 
rules which the practice of foregoing authors had esta- 
blished. 

Comedy has been particularly unpropitious to de- 
finers ; for though, perhaps, they might properly have 
contented themselves with declaring it to be such a 
drama tick representation vf hitman fife, as may excite 
mirth, they have embarrassed their definition with the 
means by which the. comick writers attain their end, 
without considering that the various methods of exhi- 
larating their audience, not being limited by nature, * 
cannot be comprised in precept. Thus, some make 
comedy a representation of mean, and others of bad, 
men; some think that its essence consists in the un- 
importance, others in the fictitiousness, of the trans- 
action. But any man's reflections will inform him, 
that every dramatick composition which raises, mirth r 
is comick ; and that, to raise mirth, it is by no means 
universally necessary, that the personages should be 
either mean or corrupt, nor always requisite, that the 
action should be trivial, nor ever, that it should be 
fictitious. 

If the two kinds of dramatick poetry had been de- 
fined only by their effects upon the mind, some ab- t * 
surdities might have been prevented, with which the 
compositions of our greatest poets are disgraced, who 
for want of some settled ideas and accurate distinc- 
tions, have unhappily confounded tragick with comick 
sentiments. They seem to have thought, that as the 
nteanness of personages constituted comedy, their 
greatness was sufficient to form a tragedy} and that 
nothing was necessary but that they should crowd the 
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scene with monarchs, and generals, and guards 5 and 

make them talk, at certain intervals, of the downfal 

of kingdoms, and the rout of armies. They have not 

i considered that thoughts, or incidents, in them- 

j^l selves ridiculous, grow still more grotesque by the 

^j solemnity of such characters; that reason and nature 

^ v are uniform and inflexible; and that what is despicable 

and absurd, will not, by any association with splendid 

5 titles, become rational or great; that the most im- 

> portant affairs, by an intermixture of an unseasonable 

levity, may be made contemptible ; and that the robes 

of royalty can give no dignity to nonsense or to 

folly. 

" Comedy," says Horace, " sometimes raises her 
u voice ;" and tragedy may likewise on proper occa- 
sions abate her dignity; but as the comick personages 
can only depart from their familiarity of style, when 
the more violent passions are put in motion, the heroes 
and queens of tragedy should never descend to trifle, 
but in the hours of ease, and intermissions of danger. 
Yet in the tragedy of Don Sebastian, when the king of 
Portugal is in the hands of his enemy, and having just 
drawn the lot, by which he is condemned to die, breaks 
out into a wild boast that his dust shall take possession 
of Jf rick, the dialogue proceeds thus between the 
captive and his conqueror : 

Mulcy Moluch. What shall I do to conquer thee? 

S/v. Impossible ; 
Souls know no conquerors. 

M. MoL I'll shew thee for a monster thro* my 
Jfnck. 

Seb. No, thou canst only shew me for a man: 
A f rick is stor'd with monsters; man's a prodigy 
Thy subjects have not seen. 

M. Mot Thou talk'st as if 
Still at the head of battle. 
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Seb. Thou mistak'st, 
War there I would not talk. 
Bendttctrr, the Minister* Sure he would sleep. 

This conversation, with the sty remark of the mi- 
nister, can only be found not to be comicfc, because 
it wants the probability necessary to representations 
of common life, and degenerates too much towards 
buffoonery and farce. 

The same play affords a smart return of the ge- 
neral to the emperor, who, enforcing his orders for 
the death of Sebastian, vents his "Tnpaturae in this 
abrupt threat: 

■ - N o more replies, 
But see thou, do'st it: O r 

To which Derax answers, 
Choak in that threat: I can say Or as food, 

A thousand instances of such i mp ropriety might be 
produced, were not one scene in Aureng Zebe suffi- 
cient to exemplify it. Indamora, a captive queen, 
having Aureng^Zebe for her lover, employs Arimant, 
to whose charge she had been intrusted, and whom 
she bad made sensible of her charms > to carry a mes- 
sage to his rival. 

Arimant, with a tetter in Ms hand: INDAMORA. 

Arim. And I the messenger to him from you? 
Your empire yon to tyranny pursue : 
You lay commands, both cruel and unjust, 
To serve my rival, and betray my trust. 

Ind. You first betray'd your trust in loving me: 
And should not 1 my own advantage see ?■ 
Serving my love, you may my friendship gain : 
You know the rest of your pretences vain. 
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You must, my Arimant, you must be kind : 
'T is in your nature, and your noble mind. 

Arim. I'll to the king, and strait my trust resign. 

Ind. His trust you may, but you shall never 
mine. 
Heav'n madfivyou love me for no other end, 
But to become my confident and friend : 
As such, I keep no secret from your sight, 
And therefore make you judge how ill I write: 
Read it, and tell me freely then your mind, 
If 't is indited, as I meant it, kind. 

Arim. I ask not Heav'n my freedom to restore, 

[Heading. 

But only for your sake I'll read no more. 

And yet I mus t 

Less for my own, than for your sorrow sad 

[Reading. 
Another line, like this, would make me mad— 
Heav'n ! she goes on — yet more — and yet more kind ! 

[As reading. 
Each sentence is a dagger to my mind. 
See me this night— — [Reading. 

Thank fortune, who did such a friend provide; 
For faithful Arimant shall be your guide. 
Not only to be made an instrument, 
But pre-engag'd without my own consent ! 

Ind. Unknown t' engage you, still augments my 
score, 
And gives you scope of meriting the more. 

Arim. The best of men 
Some int'rest in their actions must confess; 
None merit, but in hope they may possess: 
The fatal paper rather let me tear, 
Than, like Beilerophon, my own sentence bear. 

hid. You may; but 't will not be your best 
advice: 
*T will only give me pains of writing twice. 



N°125. THE RAMBLER. 10JT 

You know you most obey me, soon or late : 
Why should you vainly struggle with your fate? 
A rim. I thank thee, Heav'u ! thou Last been 
woncTrous kind ! 
Why am I thus to slavery designed, 
And yet am cheated with a free born mind ! 
Or make thy orders with my reason suit, 

Or let me live by sense, a glorious brute 

[She frowns. 
You frown, and I obey with speed, before 
That dreadful sentence comes, See me no more. 

In this scene, every circumstance concurs to turn 
tragedy to farce. The wild absurdity of the expe- 
dient ; the contemptible subjection of the lover; the 
folly of obliging him to read the letter, only because it 
ought to have been concealed from him; the frequent 
interruptions of amorous impatience} the faint ex- 
postulations of a voluntary slave; the imperious 
haughtiness of a tyrant without power; the deep re- 
flection of the yielding rebel upon fate and freewill j 
and his wise wish to lose his reason as soon as he finds 
himself about to do what he cannot persuade his reason 
to approve, are surely sufficient to awaken the most 
torpid risibility. 

There is scarce a tragedy of the last century which 
has not debased its most important incidents, and pol- 
luted its most serious interlocutions with buffoonery 
and meanness ; but though perhaps it cannot be pre- 
tended that the present age has added much to the 
force and efficacy of the drama, it has at least been 
able to escape many faults, which either ignorauce had 
overlooked, or indulgence had licensed. The later 
tragedies indeed have faults of another' kind, perhaps 
more destructive to delight, though less open to cen- 
sure. That perpetual tumour ot phrase with which 
every thought is now expressed by every personage, 
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the paucity of adventures which regularity admits, and 
the unvaried equality of flowing dialogue, has taken 
away from our present writers almost all that domi- 
nion over the passions which was the boast of their 
predecessors. Yet they may at least claim this com- 
mendation, that they avoid gross faults, and that if they 
cannot often move terror or pity, they are always caxet- 
ful not to provoke laughter. 
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Nihil est aliud magnum quam mudta tnwuUu 

VKT. AVCTt. 

&mds form the mountain, moments make the year. 

YOU HO* 



To the RAMBLER. 
SIR, 

Among other topicks of conversation which your 
papers supply, I was lately engaged in a discussion of 
the character given by 7 ruvqvilla of her lover Venut- 
tvtus, whom, notwithstanding the severity of his mis- 
tress, the greater number seemed inclined to acquit of 
unmanly or culpable timidity. 

One of the company remarked, that prudence ought 
to be distinguished from fear; and that if Vtrwstuhts 
was afraid of nocturnal adventures, no man who con- 
sidered how much every avenue of the tov n was in- 
fested with robbers could think him blameablej for 
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9 raid life be hazarded without prospect of honour 

rentage ? Another was of opinion that a brave 

night be afraid of crossing the river in the calmest 

ler; and declared, that, for his part, while there 

rere coaches and a bridge, he would never be seen 

)ttering in a wooden case, out of which he might 

e thrown by any irregular agitation, or which might 

e overset by accident, or negligence, or by the force 

f a sudden gust, or the rush of a larger vessel. It was 

zustom, he said, to keep the security of day-light, 

na dry ground 5 fork was a maxim with him, that 

o wise man ever perished by water, or was lost in 

be dark. 

The next was humbly of opinion, that if Tranquilla 
lad seen, like him, the cattle run roaring about the 
oeadows in the hot months, she would not have 
nought meanly of her lover for not venturing his 
afety among them. His neighbour then told us, that 
ibr his part he was not ashamed to confess, that he 
wold not see a rat, though it was dead, without pal- 
pitation 5 that he had been driven six times out of his 
iodgings either by rats or mice j and that he always . 
bad a bed in the closet for his servant, whom he called 
up whenever the enemy was in motion. Another 
wondered that any man should think himself disgraced 
by a precipitate retreat from a dogj for there was al- 
ways a possibility that a dog might be mads and that 
rarely, though there was no danger but of being bit by 
a fierce animal, there was more wisdom in flight than 
contest. By all these declarations another was en- 
couraged to confess, that if he had been admitted tQ 
the honour of paying his addresses to Tranquilla, he 
should have been likely to incur the same censure $ for 
among all the animals upon which nature has impress- 
ed deformity and horror, there was none whom he 
durst not encounter rather than a beetle. 
Thus, Sir, though cowardice is universally defined 

VOL. XXF. h 
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too close and anxious an attention to personal safety, 
there will be found scarcely any fear, however exces- 
sive in its degree, or unreasonable in its object, which 
will be allowed to characterise a coward. Fear is a 
passion which every man feels so frequently predomi- 
nant in his own breast, that he is unwilling to hear it 
censured with great asperity; and, perhaps, if we con- 
fess the truth, the same restraint which would hinder 
a man from declaiming against the frauds of any em- 
ployment among those who profess it, should with- 
hold him from treating fear with contempt among hu- 
man beings. 

Yet since fortitude is one of those yirtues which the 
condition of our nature makes hourly necessary, 1 think 
you cannot better direct your admonitions than against 
superfluous and panick terrors. Fear is implanted in 
us as a preservative from evil; but its duty, like that 
of other passions, is not to overbear reason, but to 
assist it; nor should it be suffered to tyrannise in the 
imagination, to raise phantoms of horror, or beset life 
with supernumerary distresses. 

To be always afraid of losing life is, indeed, scarcely 
to enjoy a life that can deserve the care of preserva- 
tion. He that once indulges idle fears will never be 
at rest. Our present state admits only of a kind of 
negative security; we must conclude ourselves safe 
when we see no danger, or none inadequate to our 
powers of opposition. Death, indeed, continually ho- 
vers about us, but hovers commonly unseen, unless we 
sharpen our sight by useless curiosity. 

There is always a point at which caution, however 
solicitous, must limit its preservatives, because one 
tenor often counteracts another. I once knew one of 
the speculatists of cowardice, whose reigning disturb- 
ance was the dread of house-breakers. His inquiries 
were for nine years employed upon the best method of 
barring a window or a door; and many an hour has 
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be spent in establishing the preference of a bolt to a 
lock. He had at last, by the daily super-addition of 
new expedients, contrived a door which could never be 
forced) for one bar was secured by another with such 
intricacy of subordination, that he was himself not 
always able to disengage them in the proper method. 
He was happy in this fortification, till being asked how 
lie would escape if he was threatened by tire, he dis- 
covered that, with all his care and expence, he had only 
been assisting his own destruction. He then immedi- 
ately tore dff his bolts, and now leaves at night his 
outer door half-locked, that he may not by his own 
folly perish in the flames. 

There is one species of terror which those who are 
unwilling to suffer the reproach of cowardice have 
wisely dignified with the name of antipathy. A man 
who talks with intrepidity of the monsters of the wil- 
derness while they are out of sight, will readily con- 
fess his antipathy to a mole, a weasel, or a frog. He 
has, indeed, no dread of harm from an insect or a 
worm, but his antipathy turns him pale whenever they 
approach him. He believes that a boat will transport 
him with as much safety as his neighbours, but he can- 
not conquer his antipathy to the water. Thus he goes 
on without any reproach from his own reflections, and 
every day multiplies antipathies, till he becomes con- 
temptible to others, and burthensome to himself. 

It is, indeed, certain, that impressions of dread may 
sometimes be unluckily made by objects not in them- 
selves justly formidable ; but when fear is discovered 
to be groundless, it is to be eradicated like other false 
opinions, and antipathies are generally superable by a 
single effort. He that has been taught to shudder at 
a mouse, if he can persuade himself to risk one en- 
counter, will find his own superiority, and exchange 
his terrors for the pride of conquest, I am, sik, fyc. 

THRASO 
12 
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SIR, 

As you profess to extend your regard to the minute- 
ness of decency, as well as to the dignity of science, I 
cannot forbear to lay before you a mode of persecu- 
tion by which I have been exiled to taverns and cof- 
fee-houses, and deterred from entering the doors of 
my friends. 

Among the ladies who please themselves with splen- 
did furniture, or elegant entertainment, it is a practice 
very common to ask every guest how he likes the carved 
work of the cornice, or the figures of the tapestry $ the 
china at the table, or the plate on the side-board } and 
on all occasions to inquire his opinion of their judg- 
ment and their choice. Melania has laid her new 
watch in the window nineteen times, that she may de- 
sire me to look upon it. Calista has an art of dropping 
her snuff-box by drawing out her handkerchief, that 
when I pick it up I may admire it ; and Fv/genHa has 
conducted me, by mistake, into the wrong room, at 
every visit 1 have paid since her picture was put into 
a new frame. 

I hope, Mr. Rambler, you will inform them, that 
no man should be denied the privilege of silence, or 
tortured to false declarations ; and that, though ladies 
may justly claim to be exempt from rudeness, they 
have no right to force unwilling civilities. Tp please 
is a laudable and elegant ambition, and is properly re- 
warded with honest praise; but to seize applause by 
violence, and call out for commendation, without 
knowing, or caring to know, whether it be given from 
conviction, is a species of tyranny by which modesty 
is oppressed and sincerity corrupted. The tribute of 
admiration, thus exacted by impudence and importu- 
nity, differs from the respect paid to silent merit, as the 
plunder of a pirate from the merchant's profit. 

1 am, fyc. 

MrSOCOLAX. 
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SIR, 

Four great predecessor, the Spectator, endeavoured 
diffuse among his female readers a desire of know- 
edge 3 nor can I charge you, though you do not seem 
equally attentive to the ladies, with endeavouring to 
fiscourage them from any laudable pursuit. But 
x>wever either he or you may excite our curiosity, 
rou have not yet informed us how it may be gratified. 
Die world seems to have formed an universal conspi- 
racy against our understandings 3 our questions are 
rapposed not to expect answers, our arguments are 
xmfuted with a jest, and we are treated like beings 
who transgress the limits of our nature whenever we 
re to seriousness or improvement. 
1 inquired yesterday of a gentleman eminent for 
Miomtcal skill, what made the day long in summer 
ana short in winter ; and was told that nature pro- 
tracted the days in summer, lest ladies should want 
time to walk in the parkj and the nights in winter, 
lest they should not have hours sufficient to spend at 
the card-table. 

I hope you do not doubt but I heard such informa- 
tion with just contempt, and I desire you to discover 
to this great master of ridicule, that I was far from 
wanting any intelligence which he could have given 
ae. - I asked the question with no other intention 
than to set him free from the necessity of silence, and 
gave him an opportunity of mingling on equal terras 
with a polite assembly, from which, however uneasy, 
he could not then escape, by a kind introduction of 
the only subject on which I believed him able to speak 
with propriety. 

I am, fyc. 

GENEROSA. 
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Cctjtisti melius emtn dtsin'is : ultima pritnis 
Cedunt: di* similes hie vir, et tilt • j>uer. 

OVID. 

Succeeding year* thy early fame destroy; 
Thou, who began'st a man, wilt end a boy. 

Politian, a name eminent among the restorers of 
polite literature, when he published a collection of 
epigrams, prefixed to many of them the year of his age 
at which they were composed. He might design by 
tf is information, either to boast the early maturity of 
his genius, or to conciliate indulgence to the puerility of 
his performances. But, whatever was his intent> it is 
remarked by 'jcaliger, that he very little promoted his 
own reputation, because he fell below the promise 
which his first productions had given, and in the latter 
part of his life seldom equalled the sallies of his youth. 

It is not uncommon for those who at their first en- 
trance into the world were distinguished for attain- 
ments or abilities, to disappoint the hopes which they 
had raised, and to end in neglect and obscurity that 
life which they began in celebrity and honour. To 
the long catalogue of the inconveniencies of old age, 
which moral and satirical writers have so copiously 
displayed, may be often added the loss of fame. 

The advance of the human mind towards any object 
of laudable pursuit, may be compared to the progress 
of a body driven by a blow. It moves for a time 
with great velocity and vigour, but the force of the 
first impulse is perpetually decreasing, and though it 
should encounter no obstacle capable of quelling it by 
a sudden stop, the resistance of the medium through 
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which it passes, and the latent inequalities of the 
smoothest surface, will, jn a short time, by continued 
retardation, wholly overpower it. Some hindrances 
will be found in every road of life, bat he that fixes his 
eyes upon any thing at a distance, necessarily loses 
sight of all that fills up the intermediate space, and 
therefore sets forward with alacrity and confidence* nor 
suspects a thousand obstacles by which he afterwards 
finds his passage embarrassed and obstructed. Some 
are, indeed, stopt at once in their career by a sudden 
shock of calamity, or diverted to a different direction 
by the cross impulse of some violent passion; but far 
the greater part languish by slow degrees, deviate at 
first into slight obliquities, and themselves scarcely per- 
ceive at what time their ardour forsook them, or when 
they lost sight of their original design. 

Weariness and negligence are perpetually prevailing 
by silent encroachments, assisted by different causes, 
and not observed till they cannot, without great diffi- 
culty, be opposed. Labour necessarily requires pauses 
of ease and relaxation, and the deliciousness of ease 
commonly makes us unwilling to return to labour. 
We, perhaps, prevail upon ourselves to renew our at- 
tempts, but eagerly listen to every argument for fre- 
quent interpositions of amusement ; for when indolence 
has once entered upon the mind, it can scarcely be 
dispossessed but by such efforts as very few are will- 
ing to exert. 

It is the fate of industry to be equally endangered 
by miscarriage and success, by confidence and despond- 
ency. He that engages in a great undertaking with a 
false opinion of its facility, or too high conceptions of 
his own strength, is easily discouraged by the first hin- 
drance of his advances, because he had promised him- 
self an equal and perpetual progression without impe- 
diment or disturbance; when unexpected interruptions 
bieak in upon him, he is in the state of a man sur- 
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prised by a tempest, where he purposed only to bask 
in the calm, or sport in the shallows. 

It is not only common to find the difficulty of an 
enterprise greater, but the profit less, than hope had 
pictured it. Youth enters the world with very happy 
prejudices in her own favour. She imagines herself 
not only certain of accomplishing every adventure, but 
of obtaining those rewards which the accomplishment 
may deserve. She is not easily persuaded to believe 
that the force of merit can be resisted by obstinacy 
and avarice, or its lustre darkened by envy and malig- 
nity. She has not yet learned that the most evident 
claims to praise or preferment may be rejected by ma- 
lice against conviction, or by indolence without exami- 
nation ; that they may be sometimes defeated by arti- 
fices, and sometimes overborn by clamour; that in the 
mingled numbers of mankind, many need no other pro- 
vocation to enmity than that they find themselves ex- 
celled; that others have ceased their curiosity, and 
consider every man who fills the mouth of report with 
a new name, as an intruder upon their retreat, and a 
disturber of their repose 5 that some are engaged in 
complications of interest which they imagine endan- 
gered by every innovation; that many yield them- 
selves up implicitly to every report which hatred disse- 
minates, or folly scatters 5 and that whoever aspires to 
the notice of the publick, has, in almost every man, an 
enemy and a rival ; and must struggle with the oppo- 
sition of the daring, and elude the stratagems of the 
timorous, must quicken the frigid and soften the ob- 
durate, must reclaim perverseness and inform stupi- 
dity. 

It is no wonder that when the prospect of reward 
has vanished, the zeal of enterprise should cease; for 
who would persevere to cultivate the soil which he has, 
after long labour, discovered to be barren ? He who 
hath pleased himself with anticipated praises, and ex- 
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pected that he should meet in every place with patron- 
age or friendship, will soon remit his vigour, when he 
finds that, from those who desire to be considered as 
his admirers, nothing can be hoped but cold civility, 
and that many refuse to own his excellence, lest they 
should be too justly expected to reward it. 

A man, thus cut off from the prospect of that port 
to which his address and fortitude had been employed 
to steer him, often abandons himself to chance and to 
the wind, and glides careless and idle down the current 
of life, without resolution to make another effort, till 
he is swallowed up by the gulph of mortality. 

Others are betrayed to the same desertion of them- 
selves by a contrary fallacy. It was said of Hannibal 
that he wanted nothing to the completion of his mar- 
tial virtues, but that when he had gained a victory he 
should know how to use it. The folly of desisting too 
soon from successful labours, and the haste of enjoying 
advantages before they are secured, is often fatal to 
men of impetuous desire, to men whose consciousness 
of uncommon powers fills them with presumption, 
and who having born opposition down before them, 
and left emulation panting behind, are early persuaded 
to imagine that they have reached the heights of per- 
fection, and that now, being no longer in danger from 
competitors, they may pass the rest of their days in 
the enjoyment of their acquisitions, in contemplation 
of their own superiority, and in attention to their own 
praises, and look unconcerned from their eminence 
upon the toils and contentions of meaner beings. 

It is not sufficiently considered in the hour of ex- 
ultation, that all human excellence is comparative; 
that no man performs much but in proportion to what 
others accomplish, or to the time and opportunities 
which have been allowed him > and that he who stops 
at any point of excellence is every day sinking in esti- 
mation, because his improvement grows continually 
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more incommensurate to his life. Yet, as no man 
willingly quits opinions favourable to himself, they 
who have once been justly celebrated, imagine that 
they still have the same pretensions to regard, and 
seldom perceive the diminution of their character 
while there is time to recover it. Nothing then re- 
mains but murmurs and remorse j for if the spend- 
thrift's poverty be embittered by the reflection that he 
once was rich, how must the idler's obscurity be 
clouded by remembering that he once had lustre ! 

These errors all arise from an original mistake of 
the true motives of action. He that never extends 
his view beyond the praises or rewards of men, will be 
dejected by neglect and envy, or infatuated by honours 
and applause. But the consideration that life is only 
deposited in his hands to be employed in obedience to 
a master who will regard his endeavours, not his suc- 
cess, would have preserved him from trivial elations 
and discouragements, and enabled him to proceed with 
constancy and cheerfulness, neither enervated by con> 
mendation, nor intimidated by censure* 
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Oyx tymr 9 wt' AwouJrj waga n>jXa, 
Ol/7« WCfrO* civ7i9tu> 
Kctifxot' "ktyovrai yi jxav jSgorwv 
'OX&>» vinpraTev ot 

PINO. 

For not the brave, or wise, or great, 
E'er yet had happiness complete; 
Nor Pe/cus, grandson of the sky, 

Nor Cadmus, scap'd the shafts of pain, 
Though favour 'd by the Pow'rs on nigh, 

With ev'ry bliss that man can gain. 

writers who have undertaken the task of recon- 
; mankind to their present state, and relieving the 
itent produced by the various distribution of ter- 
advantages, frequently remind us that we judge 
astily of good and evil, that we view only the su- , 
;ies of life, and determine of the whole by a very 
part ; and that in the condition of men it fre- 
ly happens, that .grief and anxiety lie hid under 
olden robes of prosperity, and the gloom of Cala- 
is cheered by secret radiations of hope and com- 
as in the works of nature the bog is sometimes 
•ed with flowers, and the mine concealed in the 
n crags. 

one but those who have learned the art of subject- 
their senses as well as reason to hypothetical sys- 
, can be persuaded by the most specious rhetori- 
that the lots of life are equal ; yet it cannot be 
ed that every one has his peculiar pleasures and 
itions, that external accidents operate variously 
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upon different minds, and that no man can exactly 
» judge from his own sensations what another would feel 
in the same circumstances. 

If the general disposition of things be estimated by 
the representation which every one makes of his own 
state, the world must be considered as the abode of 
sorrow and misery; for how few can forbear to relate 
their troubles and distresses? If we judge by the ac- 
count which may be obtained of every man's fortune 
from others, it may be concluded, that we are all 
placed in an elysian region, overspread .with the luxu- 
riance of plenty, and fanned by the breezes of felicity; 
since scarcely any complaint is uttered without censure 
from those that hear it, and almost all are allowed to 
have obtained a provision at least adequate to their 
virtue or their understanding, to possess either more 
than they deserve or more than they enjoy. 

We are either born with such dissimilitude of tem- 
per and inclination, or receive so many of our ideas 
and opinions from the state of life in which we arc 
engaged, that the griefs and cares of one part of man* 
kind seem to the other hypocrisy, folly, and affectation, 
Every class of society has its cant of lamentation, 
which is understood or regarded by none but them- 
selves; and every part of life has its uneasinesses; 
which those who do not feel them will not commise- 
rate. An event which spreads distraction over hal 
the commercial world, assembles the trading compa- 
nies in councils and committees, and shakes the nerve 
of a thousand stock-jobbers, is read by the landlon 
and the farmer with trigid indifference. An affair o 
love, which tills the young breast with incessant alter 
nations of hope and fear, and steals away the nig 
and day from every other pleasure or employment, 1 
regarded by them whose passions time has extinguish 
ed, as an amusement, which can properly raise neithe 
joy nor sorrow, and, though it may be suffered to fiJ 
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the vacuity of an idle moment, should always give 
way to prudence or interest. 

He that never had any other desire than to fill a 
chest with money, or to add another manor to his 
estate, who never grieved but at a bad mortgage, or 
entered a company but to make a bargain, would be 
astonished to hear of beings known among the polite 
and gay by the denomination of wits* How would he 
gape with curiosity, or grin with contempt, at the 
mention of beings who have no wish but to speak what 
was never spoken before; who, if they happen to in- 
herit wealth, often exhaust their patrimonies in treat- 
ing those who will hear them talk; and if they are 
poor, neglect opportunities of improving their fortunes 
for the pleasure of making others laugh ? How slowly 
would he believe that there are men who would rather 
lose a legacy than the reputation of a distich; who 
think it less disgrace to want money than repartee; 
whom the vexation of having been foiled in a contest 
of raillery is sometimes sufficient to deprive of sleep} 
aid who would esteem it a lighter evil to miss a pro- 
fitable bargain by some accidental delay, than not to 
have thought of a smart reply till the time of produc- 
ing it was past ? How little would he suspect that this 
child of idleness and frolick enters every assembly 
with a beating bosom, like a litigant on the day of de- 
cision, and revolves the probability of applause with 
the anxiety of a conspirator, whose fate depends upon 
(he next night; that at the hour of retirement he car- 
ries home, under a show of airy negligence, a heart la- 
cerated with envy, or depressed with disappointment} 
and immures himself in his closet, that he may disen- 
cumber his memory at leisure, review the progress of 
the day, state with accuracy his loss or gain of reputa- 
tion, and examine the causes of his failure or success } 

Yet more remote from common conceptions are the 
numerous and restless anxieties, by which female bap- 

vol. XXI. M 
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piness is particularly disturbed. A solitary p 
pher would imagine ladies born with an exei 
jfrom care and sorrow, lulled in perpetual quk 
feasted with unmingled pleasure ; for what car 
rupt the content of those, upon whom one i 
laboured after another to confer honours and a< 
Jate immunities ; those to whom rudeness is i 
and insult is cowardice; whose eye commar 
brave, and whose smile softens the severe; wh 
sailor travels to adorn, the soldier bleeds to defei 
the poet wears out life to celebrate; who clsa 
bute from every art and science, and for wh 
who approach them endeavour to multiply d< 
without requiring from them any return but v 
ness to be pleased ? 

Surely, among these favourites of nature, tli 
acquainted with toil and danger, felicity mi 
fixed her residence; they must know only the c 
of more vivid or more gentle joys; their life n 
ways move either to the slow or sprightly 1 n 
the lyre of gladness; they can never assemble 
pleasure, or retire but to peace. 

Such would be the thoughts of every 1 
should hover at a distance round the world, aw 
it only by conjecture and speculation. But exp 
will soon discover how easily those are disgust 
have been made nice by plenty, and tender by : 
eoce. He will soon see to how many dangers 
is exposed which has no other guard than yoi 
beauty, and how easily that tranquillity is ru 
which can only be soothed with the songs of f 
It is impossible to supply wants as fast as an id 
gination may be able to form them, or to rerr 
inconveniencies by which elegance refined int( 
tience may be offended. None are so hard tc 
as those whom satiety of pleasure makes w 
thtmselves; nor any so readily provoked ai 
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who have been always courted with an emulation of 
civility. 

There are, indeed, some strokes which the envy of 
fate aims immediately at the fair. The mistress of 
Catullus wept for her sparrow many centuries ago, 
and lapdogs will be sometimes sick in the present age. 
The most fashionable brocade is subject to stains; a 
pinner, the pride of Brussels, may be torn by a care- 
less washer; a picture may drop from a watch; or 
the triumph of a new suit may be interrupted on the 
first day of its enjoyment, and all distinctions of 
dress unexpectedly obliterated by a general mourning. 

Such is the state of every age, every sex, and every 
condition : all have their cares, either from nature or 
from folly : and whoever, therefore, finds himself in- 
clined to envy another, should remember that he 
knows not the real condition which he desires to ob- 
tain, but is certain that by indulging a vicious passion, 
he must lessen that happiness which he thinks al- 
ready too sparingly bestowed. 
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'Niti$.c f nrnnCf Dseda/e, dixit. 



Mattriam, qua sis ingeniosus y bakes. 
Postidet en terras , et possidet aquora Minos: 

Nee tell us nostra > nee pat et vndafuga. 
Restat iter ctelo : calo tentabimus ire. 

Da veniam ccepto, Jupiter alte % meo. 



ovi». 



Now, Dada/us, beheld, by fate assign'd, 
A task proportion^ to thy mighty mind ! 
Unconquer'd bars on carta and sea withstand; 
Thine, Minos, is the main, and thine the land. 
The skies are open— let us try the skies : 
Forgive, great Jove, the daring enterprise. 

Moralists, like other writers, instead of a 
their eyes abroad in the living world, and endeavo 
to form maxims or practice and new hints of th 
content their curiosity with that secondary know 
which books afford, and think themselves enti 
reverence by a new arrangement of an ancient sy 
or new illustration oi established principles, 
sage precepts of the first instructors of the worl 
transmitted irom age to age with little variation 
echoed from one author to another, not perhaps 
out some loss of their original force at every 1 
cussion. 

I know not whether any other reason thar 
idleness of imitation can be assigned for that un 
and constant partiality, by which some vices ha\ 
therto escaped censure, and some virtues wanted re 
mendation ; nor can I discover why else we have 
warned only against part of our enemies, whil< 
rest have been suffered to steal upon us without nc 
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why the heart has on one side been doubly fortified, 
arid laid open on the other to the incursions of error, 
and the ravages of vice. 

Among the favourite topicks of moral declamation, 
may be numbered the miscarriages of imprudent bold- 
ness, and the folly of attempts beyond our power. 
Every page of every philosopher is crowded with ex- 
amples of temerity that sunk under burthens which 
she laid upon herself, and called out enemies to battle 
by whom she was destroyed. 

Their remarks are too just to be disputed, and too 
salutary to be rejected} but there is likewise some 
danger lest timorous prudence should be inculcated, 
till courage and enterprise are wholly repressed, and 
the mind congealed in perpetual inactivity by the fetal 
influence of frigorifick wisdom. 

Every man should, indeed, carefully compare his 
force with his undertaking; for though we ought not 
to live only for our own sakes, and though therefore dan- 
ger or difficulty should not be avoided merely because 
we may expose ourselves to misery or disgrace ; yet it 
may be justly required of us, not to throw away our 
lives upon inadequate and hopeless designs, since we 
might, by a just estimate of our abilities, become more 
useful to mankind. 

There is an irrational contempt of danger which 
approaches nearly to the folly, if not the guilt, of 
suicide; there is a ridiculous perseverance in imprac- 
ticable schemes, which is justly punished with igno- 
miny and reproach. But in the wide regions of proba- 
bility, which are the proper province of prudence and 
election, there is always room to deviate on either side 
of rectitude without rushing against apparent absurdi- 
ty; and according to the inclinations of nature, or the 
impressions of precept, the daring and the cautious 
may move in different directions without touching 
upon rashness or cowardice. 

M 3 
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That there is a middle path, which it is every man's 
duty to find, and to keep, is unanimously confessed : 
but it is likewise acknowledged that this middle path 
is so narrow, that it cannot easily be discovered, and 
so little beaten, that there are no certain marks by 
which it can be followed ; the care therefore of all 
those who conduct others has been, that whenevei 
they decline into obliquities, they should tend towai 
the side of safety. 

It can, indeed, raise no wonder that temerity hai 
been generally censured 5 for it is one of the vices 
with which few can be charged, and which therefore 
great numbers are ready to condemn. It is the via 
of noble and generous minds, the exuberance of mag- 
nanimity, and the ebullition of genius ; and is there- 
fore not regarded with much tenderness, because il 
never flatters us by that appearance of softness and 
imbecility which is commonly necessary to conciliate 
compassion. But if the same attention had been ap- 
plied to the search of arguments against the folly a 
presupposing impossibilities, and anticipating frustra- 
tion, I know not whether many would not have beei 
roused to usefulness, who, having been taught to con- 
found prudence with timidity, never ventured tc 
excel, lest they should unfortunately fail. 

It is necessary to distinguish our own interest front 
that of others, and that distinction will perhaps assist 
us in fixing the just limits of caution and adventurous- 
ness. In an undertaking that involves the happinesi 
or the safety of many, we have certainly no right t< 
hazard more than is allowed by those who partake th< 
danger 5 but where only ourselves can suffer by mis- 
carriage, we are not confined within such narrow 
limits; and still less is the reproach of temerity, wher 
numbers will receive advantage by success, and onlj 
one be incommoded by failure. 

Men are generally willing to hear precepts by which 
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ease is favoured; and as no resentment is raised by 
general representations of human folly, even in those 
who are most eminently jealous of comparative repu- 
tation, we confess, without reluctance, that vain man 
is ignorant of his own weakness, and therefore fre- 
quently presumes to attempt what he can never ac- 
complish ; hut it ought likewise to be remembered, 
that man is no less ignorant of his own powers, and 
might perhaps have accomplished a thousand designs, 
which the prejudices of cowardice restrained him from 
attempting. 

It is observed in the golden verses of Pythagoras, 
that power is never far from necessity. The vigour of 
the human mind quickly appears, when there is no 
longer any place for doubt and hesitation, when dif- 
fidence is absorbed in the sense of danger, or over- 
whelmed by some resistless passion. We then soon 
discover, that difficulty is, for the most part, the 
daughter of idleness, that the obstacles with which 
our way seemed to be obstructed were only phantoms, 
which we believed real, because we durst not advance 
to a close examination; and we learn that it is im- 
possible to determine without experience how much 
constancy may endure, or perseverance perform. 

But whatever pleasure may be found in the review 
of distresses when art or courage has surmounted 
them, few will be persuaded to wish that they may be 
awakened by want or terror to the conviction of their 
own abilities. Every one should therefore endeavour 
to invigorate himself by reason and reflection, and 
determine to exert the latent force that nature may 
have reposited in him, before the hour of exigence 
comes upon him, and compulsion shall torture him to 
diligence. It is below the dignity of a reasonable 
being to owe that strength to necessity which ought 
always to act at the call of choice, or to need any 



. Reflections tnat may anve away despair, cannot oe 
wanting to him who considers how much life is now 
advanced beyond the state of naked, undisciplined, un- 
instructed nature. Whatever has been effected for 
convenience or elegance, while it was yet unknown, 
was believed impossible j and therefore would never 
have been attempted, had not some, more daring than 
the rest, adventured to bid defiance to prejudice and 
censure. Nor is there yet any reason to doubt that 
the same labour would be rewarded with the same suc- 
cess. There are qualities in the products of nature 
yet undiscovered, and combinations in the powers of 
art yet untried. It is the duty of every man to en- 
deavour that something may be added by his industry 
to the hereditary aggregate of knowledge and hap- 
piness. To add much can indeed be the lot of few, 
but to add something, however little, every one may 
hope 5 and of every honest endeavour, it is certain, 
that, however unsuccessful, it will be at, last re- 
warded. 
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N° 130. SATURDAY, JUNE 15, 1751. 



jVJwi sic prata novo vere decent!* 
JRstatis calida dhpoliat vapor, 
S*vit solstitio cum mediut diet ; 
Utfntgor teneris qui radial gents 
JMomento rabitur, nullaque non dies 
Formosi spolium corf oris abstvlit. 
Jles est forma fugax, Qpis sapiens torn* 
Conpdat fragtlz 7 

SEN CCA. 

Not faster in the summer's ray 

The spring's frail beauty fades away, 

Than anguish and decay consume 

The smiling virgin's rosy bloom. 

Some beauty's snatch'd each day, each hour; 

For beauty is a fleeting flow'r : 

Then how can wisdom e'er confide 

In beauty's momentary pride ? 

CLPBIMSTOM. 



To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

You have very lately observed that in the numerous 
subdivisions of the world, every class and order of 
mankind have joys and sorrows of their own ; we all 
feel hourly pain and pleasure from events which pass 
unheeded before other eyes, but can scarcely com- 
municate our perceptions to minds pre-occupied by 
different objects, any more than the delight of well- 
disposed colours or harmonious sounds can be imparted 
to such as want the senses of hearing or of sight. 
' I am so strongly convinced of the justness of this 
remark, and have on so many occasions discovered 
^ith how little attention pride looks upon calamity of 
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which she thinks herself not in danger, and indolence 
listens to complaint when it is not echoed by her own 
remembrance, that though I am about to lay the oc- 
currences of my life before you, I question whether 
you will condescend to peruse my narrative, or with* 
out the help of some female speculatist be able to 
understand it. 

I was born a beauty. From the dawn of reason I 
had my regard turned wholly upon myself, nor can 
recollect any thing earlier than praise and admiration. 
My mother, whose face had luckily advanced her to 
a condition above her birth, thought no evil so great 
as deformity. She had not the power of imagining 
any other defect than a cloudy complexion, or dispropor- 
tionate features ; and therefore contemplated me as an 
assemblage of all that could raise envv or desire, and 
predicted with triumphant fondness the extent of my 
conquests, and the number of my slaves. 

She never mentioned any of my young acquaint- 
ance before me, but to remark how much they fell 
below my perfection j how one would have had a fine 
face but that her eyes were without lustre; how an- 
other struck the sight at a distance, but wanted my 
hair and teeth at a nearer view 5 another disgraced an 
elegant shape with a brown skin 5 some had short 
lingers, and others dimples in a wrong place. 

As she expected no happiness nor advantage .but 
from beauty, she thought nothing but beauty worthy 
of her care; and her maternal kindness was chiefly 
exercised in contrivances to protect me from any ac- 
cident that might deface me with a scar, or stain me 
with a freckle: she never thought me sufficiently 
shaded from the sun, or screened from the fire. She 
was severe or indulgent with no other intention than 
'the preservation of my form j she excused me from 
work, lest I should learn to hang down my head, or 
harden my finger with a needle; she snatched away 
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my book, because a young lady in the neighbourhood 
had made her eyes red with reading by a candle ; but 
she would scarcely suffer me to eat, lest I should spoil 
my shape, nor to walk, lest I should swell my ancle 
with a sprain. At night I was accurately surveyed* 
from bead to foot, lest I should have suffered any di- 
minution of my charms in the adventures of the day; 
and was never permitted to sleep, till I had passed 
through the cosmetick discipline, part of which was 
a regular lustration performed with bean- flower water 
and May- dews: my hair was perfumed with variety 
of unguents, by some of which it was to be thickened, 
and by others to be curled. The softness of my hands 
was secured by medicated gloves, and my bosom rub- 
bed with a pomade prepared by my mother, of virtue 
to discuss pimples and clear discolorations. 

I was always called up early, because the morning 
air gives a freshness to the cheeks; but I was placed 
behind a curtain in my mother's chamber, because the 
neck is easily tanned by the rising sun. I was then 
dressed with a thousand precautions, and again heard 
my own praises, and triumphed in the compliments 
and prognostications of all that approached me. 

My mother was not so much prepossessed with an 
opinion of my natural excellencies as not to think 
some cultivation necessary to their completion. She 
took care that I should want none of the accomplish- 
ments included in female education, or considered 
necessary in fashionable life. I was looked upon in 
my ninth year as the chief ornament of the dancing- 
master's ball, and Mr. Ariet used to reproach his other 
scholars with my performances on the harpsichord. 
At twelve I was remarkable for playing my cards 
with great elegance of manner and accuracy of 
iudgment. 

At last the time came when my mother thought me 
perfect in my exercises,, and qualified to display in the 
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open world those accomplishments which had yet only 
been discovered in select parties or domestick assem- 
blies. Preparations were therefore made for my ap- 
pearance on a publick night, which she considered as 
the most important and critical moment of my life. 
She cannot be charged with neglecting any means of 
recommendation, or leaving any thing to chance which 
prudence could ascertain. Every ornament was tried 
in every position, every friend was consulted about the 
colour of my dress, and the mantua-makers were ha- 
rassed with directions and alterations. 

At last the night arrived from which my future life 
was to be reckoned. I was dressed and sent out to 
conquer, with a heart beating like that of an old 
knight-errant at his first sally. Scholars have told me 
of a Spartan matron, who, when she armed her son 
for battle, bade him bring back his shield, or be brought 
upon it. My venerable parent dismissed me to a field* 
in her opinion of equal glory, with a command to shew 
that I was her daughter, and not to return without a 
lover. 

I went, and was received like other pleasing novel- 
ties with a tumult of applause. Every man who 
valued himself upon the graces of his person, or the 
elegance of his address, crowded about me, and wit 
and splendor contended for my notice. I was de- 
lightfully fatigued with incessant civilities, which were 
made more pleasing by the apparent envy of those 
whom my presence exposed to neglect, and returned 
with an attendant equal in rank and wealth to my 
utmost wishes, and from this time stood in the first 
rank of beauty, was followed by gazers in the Mall, 
celebrated in the papers of the day, imitated by all 
who endeavoured to rise into fashion, and censured 
by those whom age or disappointment forced to 
retire. 

My mother, who pleased herself with the hopes of 
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seeing my exaltation, dressed me with all the exu- 
berance of finery; and when I represented to her that 
a fortune might be expected proportionate to my ap- 
pearance, told me that she should scorn the reptile who 
could inquire after the fortune of a girl like me. She 
advised me to prosecute my victories, and time would 
certainly bring me a captive who might deserve the 
honour of being enchained for ever. 

My lovers were indeed so numerous, that I had no 
other care than that of determining to whom I should 
seem to give the preference. But having been steadily 
and industriously instructed to preserve my heart from 
any impressions which might hinder me from con- 
sulting my interest, I acted with less embarrassment, 
because my choice was regulated by principles more 
clear and certain than the caprice of approbation. 
When 1 had singled out one from the rest as more 
worthy of encouragement, I proceeded in my mea- 
sures by the rules of art; and yet when the ardour of 
the first visits was spent, generally found a sudden de- 
clension of my influence; I felt in myself the want of 
some power to diversify amusement and enliven con- 
versation, and could not but suspect that my mind 
failed in performing the promises of my face. This 
opinion was soon confirmed by one of my lovers, who 
married Lcroinia with less beauty and fortune than 
mine, because he thought a wife ought to have qua- 
lities which might make her amiable when her bloom 
was past. 

^ The vanity of my mother would not suffer her to 
discover any defect in one that had been formed by her 
instructions, and had all the excellence which she her 
self could boast She told me that nothing so much 
hindered the advancement of women as literature and 
wit, which generally frightened away those that could 
make the best settlements, and drew about them a 
needy tribe of poets and philosophers, that filled their 
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heads with wild notions of content, and contem- 
plation, and virtuous obscurity. She therefore en- 
joined me to improve my minuet-step with 1 a new 
French dancing-master, and wait the event of the next 
birth-night. 

I had now almost completed my nineteenth year : 
if my charms had lost any of their softness, it was 
more than compensated by additional dignity; and if 
the attractions of innocence were impaired, their place 
was supplied by the arts of allurement. • I was there- 
fore preparing for a new attack, without any abate-* 
ment of my confidence, when in the midst of my 
hopes and schemes I was seized by that dreadful 
malady which has so often put a sudden end to the 
tyranny of beauty. I recovered my health after a 
long confinement,- but when I looked again on that 
face which had been often flushed with transport at its 
own reflexion, and saw all that I had learned to value, 
all that I had endeavoured to improve, all that had 
procured me honours or praises, irrecoverably de* 
stroyed, I sunk at once into melancholy and despond- 
ence. My pain was not much consoled or alleviated 
by my mother, who grieved that I had not lost my life 
together with my beauty, and declared, that she thought 
a young woman divested of her charms had nothing 
for which those who loved her could desire to save her 
from the grave. 

• Having thus continued my relation to the period 
from which my life took a new course, I shall conclude 
it in another letter, if by publishing this you shew any 
regard for the correspondence of, 

SIR, SfC. 

VICTORIA. 
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N° 131. TUESDAY, JUNE 18, 1751. 



■ ■ ■ Fails accede deisque, 

£t cole f dices ; miscros fuge. Sidera cah 

Ut distant^ etjlamma mart, sic utile recto. 



Still follow where auspicious fates invite; 
Caress the happy, and the wretched slight. 
Sooner shall jarring elements unite, 
Than truth with gain, than interest with right. 



J.UCAN 



T. LEWIS. 



There is scarcely any sentiment in which, amidst the 
innumerable varieties of inclination that nature or 
accident have scattered in the world, we find greater 
numbers concurring than in the wish for riches; a 
wish indeed so prevalent that it may be considered as 
universal and transcendental, as the desire in which all 
other desires are included, and of which the various 
purposes which actuate mankind are only subordinate 
species and different modifications. 

Wealth is the general center of inclination, the 
point to which all minds preserve an invariable ten- 
dency, and from which they afterwards diverge in 
numberless directions. Whatever is the remote or 
ultimate design, the immediate care is to be rich ; and 
in whatever enjoyment we intend finally to acquiesce, 
we seldom consider it as attainable but by the means 
of money. Of wealth therefore all unanimously con- 
fess, the value, nor is there any disagreement but 
about the use. 

No desire can be formed which riches do not assist 
to gratify. He that places his happiness in splendid 
equipage or numerous dependants, in refined praise or 

N 2 
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popular acclamations, in the accumulation of curiosities, 
or the revels of luxury, in splendid edifices or wide 
plantations, must still either by birth or acquisition 
possess riches. They may be considered as the ele- 
mental principles of pleasure, which may be combined 
with endless diversity; as the essential and necessary 
substance, of which only the form is left to be adjusted 
by choice. 

The necessity of riches being thus apparent, it is 
not wonderful that almost every mind has been em- 
ployed in endeavours to acquire them $ that multitudes 
have vied in arts by which life is furnished with ac- 
commodations, and which therefore mankind may 
reasonably be expected to reward. 

It had indeed been happy, if this predominant ap- 
petite had operated only in concurrence with virtue, 
by influencing none but those who were zealous to de- 
serve what they were eager to possess, and had abilities 
to improve their own fortunes by contributing to the 
ease or happiness of others. To have riches and to 
have merit would then have been the same, and success 
might reasonably have been considered as a proof of 
excellence. 

But we do not find that any of the wishes of men 
keep a stated proportion to their powers of attainment. 
Many envy and desire wealth, who can never procure 
it by honest industry or useful knowledge. They 
therefore turn their eyes about to examine what other 
methods can be found of gaining that which none, 
however impotent or worthless, will be content to 
want. 

A little inquiry will discover that there are nearer 
ways to profit than through the intricacies of art, 01 
up the steeps of labour; what wisdom and virtue 
scarcely receive at the close of life, as the recompence 
of long toil and repeated efforts, is brought within the 
reach of subtilty and dishonesty by more expedition! 
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and compendious measures : the wealth of credulity 
is an open prey to falsehood; and the possessions of 
ignorance and imbecility are easily stolen away by the 
conveyances of secret artifice, or seized by the gripe of 
unresisted violence. 

It is likewise not hard to discover, that riches always 
procure protection for themselves, that they dazzle the 
eyes of inquiry, divert the celerity of pursuit, or ap- 
pease the ferocity of vengence. When any man is 
incontestably known to have large possessions, very 
few think it requisite to inquire by what practices 
they were obtained ; the resentment of mankind rages 
only against the struggles of feeble and timorous cor- 
ruption, but when it has surmounted the first oppo- 
sition, it is afterwards supported by favour and ani- 
mated by applause. 

The prospect of gaining speedily what is ardently 
desired, and the certainty of obtaining by every ac- 
cession of advantage an addition of security, have so 
far prevailed upon the passions of mankind, that the 
peace of life is destroyed by a general and incessant 
struggle for riches. It is observed of gold, by an old 
epigrammatist, that to have it is to be in fear, and to 
want it is to be in sorrow. There is no condition 
which is not disquieted either with the care of gaining 
or of keeping moneys and the race of man may • 
be divided in a political estimate between those who 
are practising fraud, and those who are repelling it. 

If we consider the present state of the world, it will 
be found that all confidence is lost among mankind, 
that no man ventures to act, where money can be en- 
dangered, upon the faith of another. It is impossible 
to see the long scrolls in which every contract is in- 
cluded, with all their appendages of seals and attesta- 
tion, without wondering at the depravity of those 
beings, who must be restrained from violation of pro- 
mise by such formal and publick evidences, and prc- 

N3 
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eluded from equivocation and subterfuge by such 
punctilious minuteness. Among all the satires to which 
folly and wickedness have given occasion, none is 
equally severe with a bond or a settlement. 

Of the various arts by which riches may be ob- 
tained, the greater part are at the first view irrecon- 
cilable with the laws of virtue; some are openly 
flagitious, and practised not only in neglect, but in 
defiance of faith and justice; and the rest are on every 
side so entangled with dubious tendencies, and so beset 
with perpetual temptations, that very few, even of those 
who are not yet abandoned, are able to preserve their 
innocence, or can produce any other claim to pardon 
than that they have deviated from the right less than 
others, and have sooner and more diligently endea- 
voured to return. 

One of the chief characteristicks of the golden age, 
of the age in which neither care nor danger had in- 
truded on mankind, is the community of possessions: 
strife and fraud were totally excluded, and every tur- 
bulent passion was b tilled by plenty and equality. 
Such were indeed happy times, but such times can 
return no more. Community of possession must in- 
clude spontaneity of production ; for what is obtained 
by labour will be of right the property of him by 
whose labour it is gained. And while a rightful claim 
to pleasure or to affluence must be procured either by 
slow industry or uncertain hazard, there will always be 
multitudes whom cowardice or impatience incite to 
more safe and more speedy methods, who strive to 
pluck the fruit without cultivating the tree, and to 
share the advantages of victory without partaking the 
danger of the batfie. 

In later ages, the conviction of the danger to which 
virtue is exposed while the mind continues open to the 
influence of riches, has determined many to vows of 
perpetual poverty; they have suppressed desire by 
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catting off the possibility of gratification, and secured 
their peace by destroying the enemy whom they had 
no hope of reducing to quiet subjection. But by de- 
barring themselves from evil, they have rescinded 
many opportunities of good j they have too often sunk 
into inactivity and uselessness; and though they have 
forborne to injure society, have not fully paid their 
contributions to its happiness. 

While riches are so necessary to present conveni- 
ence, and so much more easily obtained by cr '\ies than 
virtues, the mind can only be secured from yielding to 
the continual impulse of covetousness by the prepon- 
deration of unchangeable and eternal motives. Gold 
will turn the intellectual balance, when weighed only 
against reputation ; but will be light and ineffectual 
when the opposite scale is charged with justice, vera- 
city, and piety. 



as 
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•Dociles imitandu 



Turpi&us ac pravis omnes tumut. ■ ■ 

JUV. 

The mind of mortals, in perverseness strong, 
Imbibes with dire docility the wrong. 

To the RAMBLER. 

Mr. Rambler, 

I was bred a scholar, and after the usual course of 
education, found it necessary to employ for the support 
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of life that learning which I had almost exhausted my 
little fortune in acquiring. The lucrative professions 
drew my regard with equal attraction ; each presented 
ideas which excited my curiosity, and each imposed 
duties which terrified my apprehension. 

There is no temper more unpropitious jto interest 
than desultory application and unlimited inquiry, by 
which the desires are held in a perpetual equipoise, 
and the mind fluctuates between different purposes 
without determination. I had books of every kind 
round me, among which I divided my time as caprice 
or accident directed. I often spent the first hours of 
the day, in considering to what study I should devote 
the rest; and at last snatched up any author that lay 
upon the table, or perhaps fled to a coffee-house for 
deliverance from the anxiety of irresolution and the 
gloominess of solitude. 

Thus my little patrimony grew imperceptibly less, 
till I was roused from my literary slumber by a cre- 
ditor, "whose importunity obliged me to pacify him 
with so large a sum, that what remained was not suf- 
ficient to support me more than eight months. I hope 
you will not reproach me with avarice or cowardice, if 
I acknowledge that I now thought myself in danger 
of distress, and obliged to endeavour after some certain 
competence. 

There have been heroes of negligence, who have 
laid the price of their last acre in a drawer, and, with- 
out the least interruption of their tranquillity or abate- 
ment of their expences, taken out one piece after 
another, till there was no more remaining. But 1 was 
not born to such dignity of imprudence, or such ex- 
altation above the cares and necessities of life: I 
therefore immediately engaged my friends to procure 
me a little employment, which might set me free from 
the dread of poverty, and afford me time to plan put 
some final scheme of lasting advantage. 
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My friends were struck with honest solicitude, and 
immediately promised their endeavours for my extrica- 
tion. They did not suffer their kindness to languish 
by delay, but prosecuted their inquiries with such suc- 
cess, that in less than a month I was perplexed with 
variety of offers and contrariety of prospects. 

I had, however, no time for long pauses of consi- 
deration; and, therefore, soon resolved to accept the 
office of instructing a young nobleman in the house of 
his father : I went to the seat at which the family then 
happened to reside, was received with great politeness, 
and invited to enter immediately on my charge. The 
terms offered were such as I should willingly have ac- 
cepted, though my fortune had allowed me greater li- 
berty of choice: the respect with which I was treated 
flattered my vanity; and, perhaps, the splendor of the 
apartments, and the luxury of the table, were not 
woolly without their influence. I immediately com- 
plied with the proposals, and received the young lord 
into my care. 

Having no desire to gain more than I should truly 
deserve, I very diligently prosecuted my undertaking, 
and had the satisfaction of discovering in my pupil a 
flexible temper, a quick apprehension, and a retentive 
memory. I did not much doubt that my care would, 
in time, produce a wise and useful counsellor to the 
state, though my labours were somewhat obstructed 
by want of authority, and the necessity of complying 
with the freaks of negligence, and of waiting patiently 
for the lucky moment of voluntary attention. To a 
man whose imagination was tilled with the dignity of 
knowledge, and to whom a studious life had made all 
the common amusements insipid and contemptible, it 
was not very easy to suppress his indignation, when he 
saw himself forsaken in the midst of his lecture, for an 
opportunity to catch an insect, and found his instruc- 
tions debarred from access to the intellectual faculties. 
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by the memory of a childish frolick, or the desire of a 
new plaything. 

Those vexations would have recurred less frequently, 
had not his mamma, by in treating at one time that be 
should be excused from a task as a reward for some 
petty compliance, and with-holding him from bis book 
at another, to gratify herself or her visitants with his 
vivacity, shewn him that every thing was more pleas- 
ing and more important than knowledge, and that 
study was to be endured rather than chosen, and was 
only the business of those hours which pleasure left 
vacant, or discipline usurped. 

I thought it my duty to complain, in tender terms, 
of these frequent avocations ; but was answered, that 
rank and fortune might reasonably hope for some in- 
dulgence 5 that the retardation of my pupil's progress 
would not be imputed to any negligence or inability 
of mine; and that with the success which satisfied 
every body else, I might surely satisfy myself. I had 
now done my duty, and without more remonstrances 
continued to inculcate my precepts whenever they 
could be heard, gained every day new influence, and 
found that, by degrees, my scholar began to feel the 
quick impulses of curiosity, and the honest ardour of 
studious ambition. 

At length it was resolved to pass a winter in Lon- 
don. The lady had too much fondness for I'.jr son to 
live rive months without him, and too high an opinion 
of his wit and learning to refuse her vanity the gratifi- 
cation of exhibiting him to the publick. I remon- 
strated against too early an acquaintance with cards 
and company -, but with a soft contempt of my igno- 
rance and pedantry, she said that he had been already 
confined too long to solitary study, and it was now 
time to shew him the world j nothing was more a 
brand of meanness than bashful timidity; gay free- 
dom and elegant assurance were only to be gained 
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by mixed conversation, a frequent intercourse with 
strangers, and a timely introduction to splendid as- . 
semblies; and she had more than once observed, that 
his forwardness and complaisance began to desert him, 
that he was silent when he had not something of con- 
sequence to say, blushed whenever he happened to 
I himself mistaken., and hung down his head in the 
)i ice of the ladies, without the readiness of reply 
activity of officiousness remarkable in young gen- 
iemen that are bred in London. 

Again I found resistance hopeless, and again thought 
t proper to comply. We entered the coach, and in 
bur days were placed in the gayest and most magnifi- 
Jent region of the town. My pupil, who had for se- 
veral years lived at a remote seat, was immediately 
lazzled with a thousand beams of novelty and show. 
lis imagination was filled with t le perpetual tumult 
)f pleasure that passed before him, and it was impos- 
sible to allure him from the window, or to overpower 
>y any charm of eloquence the rattle of coaches, and 
he sounds which echoed from the doors in the neigh* 
ttorhood. In three days his attention, which he be- 
;an to regain, was disturbed by a rich suit, in which 
le was equipped for the reception of company, and 
vhich, having been long accustomed to a plain dress, 
le could not at first survey without ecstacy. 

The arrival of the family was now formally notified; 
jvery hour of every day brought more intimate or 
nore distant acquaintances to the door; and my pu- 
)il was indiscriminately introduced to all, that he 
night accustom himself to change of faces, and be rid 
«rith speed of his rustick diffidence. He soon en- 
leared himself to his mother by the speedy acquisition, 
tt recovery of her darling qualities ; his eyes sparkle 
it a numerous assembly, and his heart dances at the 
mention of a ball. He has at once caught the infec- 
tion of high life, and has no other test of principles or 
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actions than the quality of those to whom they ar 
ascribed. He begins already to look down on me wit 
superiority, and submits to one short lesson in a weel 
as an act of condescension rather than obedience; 
he is of opinion, that no tutor is properly qualified wu 
cannot speak French; and having formerly learned 
few familiar phrases from his sister's governess, he, 
every day soliciting his mamma to procure him 3 f 
reign footman, that he may grow polite by his coi 
versatipn. I am not yet insulted, but find mysc 
likely to become soon a superfluous incumbrance, f 
my scholar has now no time for science, or for virt 
and the lady yesterday declared him so much the 
vourite of every company, that she was afraid he wou 
not have an hour in the day to dance and fence. 

I am, SfC. 

IUMATHES. 
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i. N° 133. TUESDAY, JUNE 25, 1 751. 



Magna quidem saeris qua dat pracepta libellit 
Vtctrix Jortuna sapientia. Dicimus autem 
Hes auoquejelices, qui f err e incommoda vita, 
Nee jactarejugum vita didicere magittrn. 



JUV. 



Let Stoicks ethicks' haughty rules advance 

To combat fortune, and to conquer chance ; 

Yet happy those, though not so learn'd are thought. 

Whom life instructs, who by experience taught, 

For new to come from past misfortunes look, 

Nor shake the yoke, which galls the more 't is shook. 

CREECH. 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Yop have shewn, by the publication of my letter, 
that you think the life of Victoria not wholly unworthy 
of the notice of a philosopher : I shall therefore con- 
tinue my narrative, without any apology for unimport- 
ance which you have dignified, or for inaccuracies 
which you are to correct. 

When my life appeared to be no longer in danger, 
and as much of my strength was recovered as enabled 
me to bear the agitation of a coach, I was placed at a 
lodging in a neighbouring village, to which my mother 
dismissed me with a faint embrace, having repeated 
her command not to expose my face too soon to the sun 
or wind, and told me, that with care I might perhaps 
become tolerable again. The prospect of being tolerable 
had very little power to elevate the imagination of one 
who had so long been accustomed to praise and ecstacyj 
but it was some satisfaction to be separated frQtn my 

VOL. xxi. o 



140 THE RAMBLER. N" 133. 

mother, who was incessantly ringing the knell of de- 
parted beauty, and never entered my room without the 
whine of condolence or the growl of anger. She 
often wandered over my face, as travellers over the 
ruins of a celebrated city, to note every place which 
had once been remarkable for a happy feature. She 
condescended to visit my retirement, but always left 
me more melancholy; for after a thousand trifling 
inquiries about my diet, and a minute examination of 
my looks, she generally concluded with a sigh, that I 
should never more be fit to be seen. 

At last I was permitted to return home, but found 
no great improvement of my condition ; for I was 
imprisoned in my chamber as a criminal, whose ap- 
pearance would disgrace my friends, and condemned 
to be tortured into new beauty. Every experiment 
which the officiousness of folly could communicate, 
or the credulity of ignorance admit, was tried upon 
me. Sometimes I was covered with emollients, by 
which it was expected that all the scars would be 
filled, and my cheeks plumped up to their former 
smoothness; and sometimes I was punished with 
artificial excoriations, in hopes of gaining new graces 
with a new skin. The cosmetick science was ex- 
hausted upon me ; but who can repair the ruins of 
nature ? My mother was forced to give me rest at 
last, and abandon me to the fate of a fallen toast, 
whose fortune she considered as a hopeless game, no 
longer worthy of solicitude or attention. 

The coudition of a young woman who has never 
thought or heard of any other excellence than beauty, 
and whom the sudden blast of disease wrinkles in her 
bloom, is indeed sufficiently calamitous. She is at 
once deprived of all that gave her eminence or power; 
of all that elated her pride, or animated her activity; 
all thai filled her days with plea.-urc, and her nights 
with hope; all that gave gladness to the present hour, 
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or brightened her prospects of futurity. It is perhaps 
not in the power of a man whose attention has 
been divided by diversity of pursuits, and who has 
not been accustomed to derive from others much of 
his happiness, to image to himself such helpless desti- 
tution, such dismal inanity. Every object of pleasing 
contemplation is at once snatched away, and the soul 
finds every receptacle of ideas empty, or filled only 
with the memory of joy* that can return no more. AH 
is jgloomy privation, or impotent desire $ the faculties 
ofanticipation slumber in despondency, or the powers 
of pleasure mutiny for employment. 

I was so little able to find entertainment for myself, 
that I was forced in a short time to venture abroad, as 
the solitary savage is driven by hunger from his cavern* 
1 entered with all the humility of disgrace into assem- 
blies, where I had lately sparkled with gaiety, and 
towered with triumph. I was not wholly without 
hope, that dejection had misrepresented me to myself, 
and that the remains of my former face might yet 
have some attraction and influence : but the first circle 
of visits convinced me, that my reign was at an end ; 
that life and death were no longer in my hands ; that I 
was no more to practise the glance of command or the 
frown of prohibition ; to receive the tribute of sighs 
and praises, or to be soothed with the gentle murmurs 
of amorous timidity. My opinion was now unheard, 
and my proposals were unregarded -, the narrowness 
of my knowledge, and the meanness of my sentiments> 
were easily discovered, when the eyes were no longer 
engaged against the judgment; and it was observed, 
by those who had formerly been charmed with my 
vivacious loquacity, that my understanding was im- 
paired as well as my face, and that I was no longer 
qualified to fill a place in any company but a party at 
cards. 

It is scarcely to be imagined how soon the mini 
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sinks to a level with the condition. I, who had long 
considered all who approached me as vassals, con- 
demned to regulate their pleasures by my eyes, and 
harass their inventions for my entertainment, was in 
less than three weeks reduced to receive a ticket with 
professions of obligation j to catch with eagerness at a 
compliment ; and to watch with all the anxiousness of 
dependence, lest any little civility that was paid me 
should pass unacknowledged. 

Though the negligence of the men was not very 
pleasing when compared with vows and adoration, yet 
it was far more supportable than the insolence of my 
own sex. For the first ten months after my return 
into the world, I never entered a single house in which 
the memory of my downfal was not revived. At one 
place [ was congratulated on my escape with life 5 at 
another I heard of the benefits of early inoculation j 
by some I have been told in express terms, that I am 
not yet without my charms ; others have whispered at 
my entrance, this is the celebrated beauty. One told 
me of a wash that would smooth the skin $ and an- 
other offered me her chair that I might not front the 
light. Some soothed me with the observation that 
none can tell how soon my case may be her own ; and 
some thought it proper to receive me with mournful 
tenderness, formal condolence, and consolatory bland* 
ishments. 

Thus was I every day harassed with all the stra- 
tagems of well-bred malignity ; yet insolence was 
more tolerable than solitude, and I therefore persisted 
to keep my time at the doors of my acquaintance, 
without gratifying them with any appearance of re- 
sentment or depression. I expected that their ex- 
ultation would in time vapour away; that the joy of 
their superiority would end with its novelty j and 
that I should be suffered to glide along in my present 
form among the nameless multitude, whom nature 
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never intended to excite envy or admiration, nor en- 
abled to delight the eye or inflame the heart. 

This- was naturally to be expected, and this I began 
to experience. But when I was no longet agitated by 
the perpetual ardour of resistance and effort of per- 
severance, I found more sensibly the want of those 
entertainments which had formerly delighted me -, 
the day rose upon me without an engagement, and 
the evening closed in its natural gloom, without sum- 
moning me to a concert or a ball. None had any 
care to find amusements for me, and I had no power 
of amusing myself. Idleness exposed me to melan- 
choly, and life began to languish in motionless in- 
difference. 

Misery and shame are nearly allied. It was not 
without many struggles that I prevailed on myself to 
confess my uneasiness to Eup/iemia, the only friend 
who had never pained me with comfort or with pity. 
I at last laid my calamities before her, rather to ease 
my heart than receive assistance. " We must distin- 
" guish," said she, " my Victoria, those evils which 
" are imposed by Providence, from those to which we 
t( ourselves give the power of hurting us. Of your 
'* Calamity, a small part is the infliction of Heaven, 
u the rest is little more than the corrosion of idle dis- 
'' content. You have lost that which may indeed 
"sometimes contribute to happiness, but to which 
" happiness is by no means inseparably annexed. 
u You have lost what the greater number of the human 
" race never have possessed j what those on whom it 
" is bestowed for the most part possess in vain $ and 
"what you, while it was yours, knew not how to 
" use : you have only lost early what the laws of 
"nature forbid you to keep long, and have lost it 
cc while your mind is yet flexible, and while you have 
" time to substitute more valuable and more durable 
"excellencies. Consider yourself, my Victoria, as 
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(i a being born to know, to reason, and to act ; rise 
€t at once from your dream of melancholy to wisdom 
" and to piety 5 you will find that there are other 
" charms than those of beauty/ and other joys than 
€t the praise of fools." 

I am, sir, SfC 

VICTORIA. 
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Quis sett, mn adjiciant bodicrna crastina summa 
Temfora Disuperi! 

HOR. 

Who knows if Heav'n, with ever-bounteous pow'r, 
Shall add to-morrow to the present hour ? 

fftAHCIS. 

I sat yesterday morning employed in deliberating on' 
which, among the various subjects that occurred to 
my imagination, I should bestow the paper of to-day. 
After a short effort of meditation by which nothing 
was determined, I grew every moment more irreso- 
lute, my ideas wandered from the first intention, and 
I rather wished to think, than thought upon any settled 
subject j till at last 1 was awakened from this dream 
of study by a summons from the press : the time was' 
come for which I had been thus negligently purposing 
to provide, and, howe\er dubious or sluggish, I was 
now necessitated to write. 



N* 134. THE RAMBLER. 151 

Though to a writer whose design is so comprehensive 
and miscellaneous, that he may accommodate himself 
with a topick from every scene of life, or view of 
nature, it is no great aggravation of his task to he 
obliged to a sudden composition ; yet 1 could not for- 
bear to reproach myself for having so long neglected 
what was unavoidably to be done, and of which every 
moment's idleness increased the difficulty. There was 
however some pleasure in reflecting that I, who had 
only trifled till diligence was necessary, might still 
congratulate myself upon my superiority to multitudes, 
who have trifled till diligence is vain ; who can by no 
degree of activity or resolution recover the oppor- 
tunities which have slipped away; and who are con- 
demned by their own carelessness to hopeless calamity 
and barren sorrow. 

The folly of allowing ourselves to delay what we 
know cannot be finally escaped, is one of the general 
weaknesses, which, in spite of the instruction of 
moralists, and the remonstrances of reason, prevail 
to a greater or less degree in every mind $ even they 
who most steadily withstand it, find it, if not the 
most violent, the most pertinacious of their passions, 
always renewing its attacks, and though often van- 
quished, never destroyed. 

It is indeed natural to have particular regard to the 
time present, and to be most solicitous for that which 
b by its nearness enabled to make the strongest im- 
pressions. When therefore any sharp pain is to be 
suffered, or any formidable danger to be incurred, we 
can scarcely exempt ourselves wholly from the seduce- 
ments of imagination ; we readily believe that another 
day will bring some support or advantage which we 
now want ; and are easily persuaded, that the moment 
of necessity, which we desire never to arrive, is at a 
great distance from us. 

Thus life is languished away in the gloom of anxiety, 
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and consumed in collecting resolution which die next 
morning dissipates; in forming purposes which we 
scarcely hope to keep, and reconciling ourselves to 
our own cowardice by excuses, which, while we admit 
them, we know to be absurd. Our firmness is by the 
continual contemplation of misery hourly impaired; 
every submission to our fear enlarges its dominion ; 
we not only waste that time in whicli the evil we dread 
might have been suffered and surmounted, but even 
where procrastination produces no absolute increase of 
our difficulties, make them less superable to ourselves 
by habitual terrors. When evils cannot be avoided, it 
is wise to contract the interval of expectation j to 
meet the mischiefs which will overtake us if we flyj 
and suffer only their real malignity without the con- 
flicts of doubt and anguish of anticipation. 

T6 act is far easier than to suffer ; yet we every 
day see the progress of life retarded by the vi* inertia, 
the mere repugnance to motion, and find multitudes 
repining at the want of that which nothing but idle- 
ness hinders them froril enjoying. The case of Tan* 
talus, in the region of poetick punishment, was some- 
what to be pitied, because the fruits that hung about 
him retired from his hand ; but what tenderness can 
be claimed by those who, though perhaps they suffer 
the pains of Tantalus, will never lift their liands for 
their own relief? 

There is nothing more common among this torpid 
generation than murmurs and complaints; murmurs 
at uneasiness which only vacancy and suspicion expose 
them to feel, and complaints of distresses which it is in 
their own power to remove. Laziness is commonly as- 
sociated with timidity. Either fear originally prohibits 
endeavours by infusing despair of success; or the fre- 
quent failure of irresolute struggles, and the constant 
desire of avoiding labour, impress by degrees false 
terrors on the mind. But fear, whether natural pr 
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acquired, when once it has full possession of the fancy, 
never fails to employ it upon visions of calamity, such 
as, if they are not dissipated by useful employment, 
will soon overcast it with horrors, and imbitter life not 
only with those miseries by which all earthly beings 
are really more or less tormented, but with those which 
do not yet exist, and which can only be discerned by 
the perspicacity of cowardice. 

Among all who sacrifice future advantage to present 
inclination, scarcely any gain so little as those that 
suffer themselves to freeze in idleness. Others are 
corrupted by some enjoyment of more or less power 
to gratify the passions; but to neglect our duties, 
merely to avoid the labour of performing them, a 
labour which is always punctually rewarded, is surely 
to sink under weak temptations. Idleness never can 
secure tranquillity; the call of reason and of con- 
science will pierce the closest pavilion of the sluggard, 
and, though it may not have force to drive him from 
his down, will be loud enough to hinder him from 
sleep. Those moments which he cannot resolve to 
make useful by devoting them to the great business 
of his being, will still be usurped by powers that will 
cot leave them to his disposal ; remorse and vexation 
will seize upon them, and forbid him to enjoy what he 
is so desirous to appropriate. 

There are other causes of inactivity incident to 
more active faculties and more acute discernment. He 
to whom many objects of pursuit arise at the same 
time, will frequently hesitate between different de- 
sires, till a rival has precluded him, or change his 
course as new attractions prevail, and harass himself 
without advancing. He who sees different ways to 
the same end, will, unless he watches carefully over 
his own conduct, lay out too much of his attention 
upon the comparison of probabilities and the adjust- 
ment of expedients, and pause in the choice of his 
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road, till some accident intercepts his journey. He 
whose penetration extends to remote consequences, 
and who, whenever he applies his attention to any 
design, discovers new prospects of advantage and pos- 
sibilities of improvement, will not easily be persuaded 
that his project is ripe for execution $ but will superadd 
one contrivance to another, endeavour to unite various 
purposes in one operation, multiply complications, and 
refine niceties, till he is entangled in his own scheme, 
and bewildered in the perplexity of various intentions. 
He that resolves to unite all the beauties of situation 
in a new purchase, must waste his life in roving to no 
purpose from province to province. He that hopes in 
the same house to obtain every convenience, may draw 
plans and study Palladia, but will never lay a stone. 
He will attempt a treatise on some important subject, 
and amass materials, consult authors, and study all 
the dependent and collateral parts of learning, but 
never conclude himself qualified to write. He that 
has abilities to conceive perfection, will not easily be 
content without it ; and since perfection cannot be 
reached, will lose the opportunity of doing well in the 
vain hope of unattainable excellence. 

The certainty that life cannot be long, and the pro- 
bability that it will be much shorter than nature al- 
lows, ought to awaken every man to the active prose- 
cution of whatever he is desirous to perform. It is 
true, that no diligence can ascertain success ; death 
may intercept the swiftest career ; but he who is cut 
off in the execution of an honest undertaking, has at 
least the honour of falling in his rank, and lias fought 
the battle, though he misled the victory. 
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Ccblum, nan anlmum mutant, 

hor. 

Place may be chang'd; but who can change his mind ? 

T is impossible to take a view on any side, or observe 
my of tbe various classes that form the great com- 
nunity of the world, without discovering the influence 
>f example ; and admitting with new conviction the 

jrvation of Aristotle, that man is an imitative being. 
me greater, far the greater number follow the track 
ffhich others have beaten, without any curiosity after 

w discoveries, or ambition of trusting themselves to 
jqi own conduct. And, of those who break the 
'atuLS and disorder the uniformity of the march, most 
etum in a short time from their deviation, and prefer 
he equal and steady satisfaction of security before the 
rolicks of caprice and the honours of adventure. 

In questions difficult or dangerous, it is indeed na- 
uial to repose upon authority, and, when fear hap- 
pens to predominate, upon the authority of those whom 
«e do not in general think wiser than ourselves. Very 
ew have abilities requisite for the discovery of abstrust* 
ruth ; and of those few some want leisure, and some 
esolution. But it is not so easy to find the reason of 
he universal submission to precedent where every 
nan might safely judge for himself j where no irre- 
arable loss can be hazarded, nor any mischief of long 
ontinuance incurred. Vanity might be expected to 
operate where the more powerful passions are not 
wakened $ the mere pleasure of acknowledging no 
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superior might produce slight singularities, or the hope 
of gaining some new degree of happiness awaken the 
mind to invention or experiment. 

If in any case the shackles of prescription could be 
wholly shaken off, and the imagination left to -act 
without control, on what occasion should it be ex- 
pected, but in the selection of lawful pleasure ? Plea- 
sure of which the essence is choice; which compulsion 
dissociates from every thing to which nature has united 
it ; and which owes not only its vigour but its being 
to the smiles of liberty. Yet we see that the senses, 
as well as the reason, are regulated by credulity ; 
and that most will feel, or say that they feel, the 
gratifications which others have taught them to ex- 
pect. 

At this time of universal migration, when almost 
every one, considerable enough to attract regard, has 
retired, or is preparing with all the earnestness of 
distress to retire, into the country ; when nothing is 
to be heard but the hopes of speedy departure, or 
the complaints of involuntary delay; I have often 
been tempted to inquire what happiness is to be gained, 
or what inconvenience to be avoided, by this stated 
recession ? Of the birds of passage, some follow the 
summer, and some the winter, because they live upon 
sustenance which only summer or winter can supply ; 
but of the annual flight of human rovers it is much 
harder to assign the reason, because they do not appear 
either to find or seek any thing which is not equally 
afforded by the town and country. 

I believe that many of these fugitives may have 
heard of men whose continual wish was for the quiet 
of retirement, who watched every opportunity to 
steal away from observation, to forsake the crowd, 
and delight themselves with the society of solitude. 
There is indeed scarcely any writer who has not cele- 
brated the happiness of rural privacy, and delighted 
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himself and his reader with the melody of birds, the 
whisper of groves, and the murmur of rivulets ; nor 
any man eminent for extent of capacity, or greatness 
of exploits, that has not left behind him some memo- 
rials of lonely wisdom and silent dignity. 

But almost all absurdity of conduct arises from tbe 
imitation of those whom we cannot resemble. Those 
who thus testified their weariness of tumult and hurry, 
and hasted with so much eagerness to the leisure of re- 
treat, were either men overwhelmed with the pressure 
of difficult employments, harassed with importunities, 
and distracted with multiplicity; or men wholly en* 
grossed by speculative sciences, who having no other 
end of life but to learn and teach, found their searches 
interrupted by the common commerce of civility, and 
their reasonings disjointed by frequent interruptions. 
Such men might reasonably fly to that ease and con- 
venience which their condition allowed them to find 
only in the country. The statesman who devoted the 
greater part of his time to the publick, was desirous 
of keeping the remainder in his own power. The 
general ruffled with dangers, wearied with labours, 
and stunned with acclamations, gladly snatched an 
interval of silence and relaxation. The naturalist was 
unhappy where the works of Providence were not al- 
ways before him. The reasoner could adjust his sys- 
tems only where his mind was free from the intrusion 
of outward objects. 

Such examples of solitude very few of those who 
are now hastening from the town have any pretensions 
to plead in their own justification, since they cannot 
pretend either weariness of labour, or desire of know- 
ledge. They purpose nothing more than to quit one 
scene of idleness for another, and after having trifled 
in publick, to sleep in secrecy. The utmost that they 
can hope to gain is the change of ridiculousness to 
obscurity, and the privilege of having fewer witnesses 
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to a life of folly. He who is not sufficiently important 
to be disturbed in his pursuits, but spends all his hdurs 
according to his own inclination, and has more hours 
than his mental faculties enable him to fill either with 
enjoyment or desires, can have nothing to demand of 
shades and valleys. As bravery is said to be a panoply, 
insignificancy is always a shelter. 

There are however pleasures and advantages in a 
rural situation, which are not confined to philosopher! 
and heroes. The freshness of the air, the verdure of 
the woods, the paint of the meadows, and the unex- 
hausted variety which summer scatters upon the earth, 
may easily give delight to an unlearned spectator* It 
is not necessary that he who looks with pleasure on the 
colours of a flower should study the principles of 
vegetation, or that the Ptokmaick and Copermcan sys- 
tem should be compared before the light of the sun 
can gladden, or its warmth invigorate. Novelty is 
itself a source of gratification ; and Milton justly ob- 
serves, that to him who has been long pent up in cities 
no rural object can be presented, which will not delight 
or refresh some of his senses. 

Yet even these easy pleasures are missed by the 
greater part of those who waste their summer in the 
country. Should any man pursue his acquaintances 
to their retreats, he would find few of them listening 
to Philomel, loitering in woods, or plucking daisies* 
catching the healthy gale of the morning, or watching 
the gentle coruscations of declining day. Some will 
be discovered at a window by the road side, rejoicing 
when a new cloud of dust gathers towards them, as at 
the approach of a momentary supply of conversation, 
and a short relief from the tediousness of unideal 
vacancy. Others are placed in the adjacent villages, 
where they look only upon houses as in the rest of the 
year, with no change of objects but what a remove to 
any new street in Lundm might have given them. The 
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tame set of acquaintances still settle together, and the 
form of life is not otherwise diversified than by doing 
the same things in a different place. They pay and 
receive visits in the usual form, they frequent the 
walks in the morning, they deal cards at night, they 
attend to the same tattle, and dance with the same 
partners 5 nor can they at their return to their former 
habitation congratulate themselves on any other ad- 
vantage, than that they have passed their time like 
others of the same rank ; and have the same right to 
talk of the happiness and beauty of the country, of 
happiness which they never felt, and beauty which 
they never regarded. 

To be able to procure its own entertainments; and 
to subsist upon its own stock, is not the prerogative of 
every mind. There are indeed understandings so fertile 
and comprehensive, that they can always feed reflec- 
tion with new supplies, and suffer nothing from the 
preclusion of adventitious amusements; as some cities 
have within their own walls enclosed ground enough 
to feed their inhabitants in a siege. But others live 
only from day to day, and must be constantly enabled, 
by foreign supplies, to keep out the encroachments of 
languor and stupidity. Such could not indeed be 
blamed for hovering within reach of their usual plea- 
sure, more than any other animal for not quitting its 
native element, were not their faculties contracted by 
their own fault. But let not those who go into the 
country, merely because they dare not be left alone at 
home, boast their love of nature, or their qualifications 
for solitude j nor pretend that they receive instantane- 
ous infusions of wisdom from the Dryads, and are 
able, when they leave smoke and noise behind, to act, 
or think, or reason* for themselves. 
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N° 136. SATURDAY, JULY 6, 1751. 



'Ey9° > y a g l-"- 01 *«*vo; o/uwf aVJao xn/X'jo'iy, 

HOlfe 

Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
My heart detests him as the gates of Hell. 

POPE. 



The regard which they whose abilities are employed 
in the works of imagination claim from the rest of 
mankind, arises in a great measure from their influ- 
ence on futurity. Rank may be conferred by princes, 
and wealth bequeathed by misers or by robbers ; but 
the honours of a lasting name, and the veneration of 
distant ages, only the sons of learning have the power 
of bestowing. While, therefore, it continues one of 
the character i sticks of rational nature to decline obli- 
vion, authors never can be wholly overlooked in the 
search after happiness, nor become contemptible but 
by their own fault. 

The man who considers himself as constituted the 
ultimate judge of disputable characters, and entrusted 
with the distribution of the last terrestrial rewards of 
merit, ought to summon all his fortitude to the sup- 
port of his integrity, and resolve to discharge an office 
of such dignity with the most vigilant caution and 
scrupulous justice. To deliver examples to posterity, 
and to regulate the opinion of future times, is no slight 
or trivial undertaking ; nor is it easy to* commit more 
atrocious treason against the great republick of huma- 
nity, than by falsifying its records and misguiding its 
decrees. 
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Xo scatter praise or blame without regard to jostice, 
if to destroy the distinction of good and evil. Many 
hare no other test of actions than general opinion j and 
ail are so far jrifhy»nced by a sense of reputation, that 
they are often restrained by fear of reproach, and ex* 
cited by hope of honour, when other principles hare 
lost their power; nor can any species of prostitution 
promote general deprarity more than that which do* 
ttroys the force of praise, by shewing that it may be 
acquired without deserving it, and which, by setting 
free the active and ambitious from the dread of in- 
£uny, lets loose the rapacity of power, and weakens 
the only authority by which greatness is controlled. 

Praise, like gold and diamonds, owes its value only 
to its scarcity. It becomes cheap as it becomes vufc 
gar, and will no longer raise expectation or animate 
enterprise. It is therefore not only necessary, that 
wickedness, even when it is not safe to censure it, be 
denied applause, but that goodness be commended 
only in proportion to its degree $ and that the gar* 
lands, due to the great benefactors of mankind, be not 
suffered to fade upon the brow of him who can boast 
«nly petty services and easy virtues. 

Had these maxims been universally received, how 
much would have been added to the task of dedtca* 
tion. the work on which all the power of modem wit 
has been exhausted. How few of these initial pane- 
gyricks had appeared, if the author had been obliged 
first to find a man of virtue, then to distinguish the dis- 
tinct species and degree of his desert, and at last to pay 
him only the honours which he might justly claim. It 
is much easier to learn the name of the last man whom 
chance has exalted to wealth and power, to obtain, by 
the intervention of some of his domesticks, the privi- 
lege of addressing him, or in confidence of the general 
acceptance of flattery, to venture on an address with- 
out any previous solicitation -, and after having heaped 
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upon him all the virtues to which philosophy has as- 
signed a name, inform him how much more might be 
truly said, did not the fear of giving pain to his mo- 
desty repress the raptures of wonder and the zeal of 
veneration. 

Nothing has so much degraded literature from its 
natural rank as the practice of indecent and promis- 
cuous dedication j for what credit can he expect who 
professes himself the hireling of vanity, however pro- 
fligate, and without shame or scruple celebrates the 
worthless, dignifies the mean, and gives to the corrupt, 
licentious, and oppressive, the ornaments which ought 
only to add grace to truth, and loveliness to innocence? 
Every other kind of adulteration, however shameful, 
however mischievous, is less detestable than the crime 
of counterfeiting characters, and fixing the stamp of 
literary sanction upon the dross and refuse of the 
world. 

Yet I would not overwhelm the authors with the 
whole load of infamy, of which part, perhaps the 
greater part, ought to fall upon their patrons. If he 
that hires a bravo, partakes the guilt of murder, why 
should he who bribes a flatterer, hope to be exempted 
from the shame of falsehood ? The unhappy dedicator 
is seldom without some motives which obstruct, though 
not destroy, the liberty of choice; he is oppressed by 
miseries which he hopes to relieve, or inflamed by am- 
bition which he expects to gratify. But the patron 
has no incitements equally violent; he can receive 
only a short gratification, with which nothing but stu- 
pidity could dispose him to be pleased. The real sa- 
tisfaction which praise can afford is by repeating aloud 
the whispers of conscience, and by shewing us that we 
have not endeavoured to deserve well in vain. Every 
other encomium is, to an intelligent mind, satire and 
reproach ; the celebration of those virtues which we 
feci ourselves to want, can only impress a quicker 
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tense of our own defects, and shew that we have not 
yet satisfied the expectations of the world, by forcing 
us to observe how much fiction must contribute to the 
completion of our character. 

Yet sometimes the patron may claim indulgence ; 
for it does not always happen, that the encomiast has 
been much encouraged to his attempt. Many a hap- 
less author, when his book, and perhaps bis dedica- 
tion, was ready for the press, has waited long before 
any one would pay the price of prostitution, or consent!' 
to hear the praises destined to insure his name against 
the casualties of time; and many a complaint has 
been vented against the decline of learning, and ne- 
glect of genius, when either parsimonious prudence 
has declined expence, or honest indignation rejected 
falsehood. But if at last, after long inquiry and in- 
numerable disappointments, he find a lord willing to 
hear of his own eloquence and taste, a statesman de- 
sirous of knowing how a friendly historian will repre- 
sent his conduct, or a lady delighted to leave to the 
world some memorial of her wit and beauty, such 
weakness cannot be censured as an instance of enor- 
mous depravity. The wisest man may, by a diligent 
solicitor, be surprised in the hour of weakness, and 
persuaded to solace vexation, or invigorate hope, with 
the musick of flattery. 

To censure all dedications as adulatory and servile, 
would discover rather envy than justice. Praise is the 
tribute of merit, and he that has incontestably distin- 
guished himself by any publick performance, has a 
right to all the honours which the publick can bestow. 
To men thus raised above the rest of the community, 
there is no need that the book or its author should have 
any particular relation : that the patron is known to 
deserve respect, is sufficient to vindicate him that pays 
it. To the same regard from particular persons, pri- 
vate virtue, and less conspicuous excellence, may be 
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sometimes entitled. An author may with great pro* 
priety inscribe his work to him by whose encourage- 
ment it was undertaken, or by whose liberality he has 
been enabled to prosecute it, and he may justly rejoice 
in bis own fortitude that dares to rescue merit from 
obscurity. 

Acrlbus exemplis videor te claudtre : misce 
Ergo alt quid nostris de morib&s. 

Thus much I will indulge thee for thy ease, 
And mingle something of our times to please. 

DR7DEN. 

I know not whether greater relaxation may not be in* 
dulged, and whether hope as well as gratitude may 
not unblameably produce a dedication ; but let the 
writer who pours out his praises only to propitiate 
power, or attract the attention of greatness, be cau- 
tious lest his desire betray him to exuberant eulogies. 
We are naturally more apt to please ourselves with 
the future than the past, and while we luxuriate in ex- 
pectation, may be easily persuaded to purchase what 
we yet rate only by imagination, at a higher price than 
experience will warrant. 

But no private views, or personal regard, can dis- 
charge any man from his general obligations to virtue 
and to truth. It may happen in the various combina- 
tions of life, that a good man may receive favours from 
one, who, notwithstanding his accidental beneficence, 
cannot be justly proposed to the imitation of others; 
and whom, therefore, he must find some other way of 
rewarding than by publick celebrations. Self-love has, 
indeed, many powers of seducement, but it surely 
ought not to exalt any individual to equality with the 
collective body of mankind, or persuade him that a be- 
nefit conferred on him is equivalent to every other vir- 
tue. Yet many upon false principles of gratitude 
have ventured to extol wretches, whom all but their 
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dependents numbered among the reproaches of the 
species 5 and whom they would likewise have beheld 
with the same scorn had they not been hired to disho- 
nest approbation. 

To encourage merit with praise is the great busi- 
ness of literature ; but praise must lose its influence, 
by unjust or negligent distribution ; and he that im- 
pairs its value may be charged with misapplication of 
the power that genius puts into his hands, and with; 
squandering on guilt the recompence of virtue. 
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Dim vitant stulti vitia } in tontraria eurrunU 

MO*. 

Whilst fools one vice condemn, 
They run into the opposite extreme. 

CftXICS. 

That wonder is the effect of ignorance, has been 
often observed. The awful stillness of attention, with 
which the mind is overspread at the first view of an 
unexpected effect, ceases when we have leisure to dis- 
entangle complications and investigate causes. Won- 
der is a pause of reason, a sudden cessation of thfc 
mental progress, which la^ts only while the under- 
standing is fixed upon some single idea, and is at an a 
end when it recovers force enough to divide the ob- * 
ject into its parts, or mark the intermediate gradations • 
from the first agent to the last consequence. 
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It may be remarked with equal truth, that igno- 
rance is often the effect of wonder. It is common 
for those who have never accustomed themselves to 
^ the labour of inquiry; nor invigorated their confidence 
by conquests over difficulty, to sleep in the gloomy 
quiescence of astonishment, without any effort to ani- 
mate inquiry or dispel obscurity. What they cannot 
immediately conceive, they consider as too high to be 
reached, or too extensive to be comprehended j they 
therefore content themselves with the gaze of folly, 
forbear to attempt what they have no hopes of per- 
forming ; and resign the pleasure of rational contem- 
plation to more pertinacious study or more active fa- 
culties. 

Among the productions of mechanick art, many 
are of a form so different from that of their first ma- 
terials, and many consist of parts so numerous and so 
nicely adapted to each other, that it is not possible to 
view them without amazement. But when we enter 
the shops of artificers, observe the various tools hy 
which every operation is facilitated, and trace the pro- 
gress of a manufacture through the different hands, 
that, in succession to each other, contribute to its per- 
fection, we soon discover that every single man has an 
easy task, and that the extremes, however remote, of 
natural rudeness and artificial elegance, are joined by 
a regular concatenation of effects, of which every one 
is introduced by that which precedes it, and equally 
introduces that which is to follow. 

The same is the state of intellectual and mannal 
performances. Long calculations or complex diagrams 
affright the timorous and unexperienced from a second 
view ; but if we have skill sufficient to analise them 
,^into simple principles, it will be discovered that oar 
\ijfear was groundless. Divide and conquer, is a prin- 
ciple equally just in science as in policy. Complica- 
tion is a species of confederacy, which, while it conti- 
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iraes united, bids defiance to the roost active and vigor- 
ous intellect ; but of which every member is sepa- 
rately weak, and which may, therefore, be quickly 
subdued if it can once be broken. 

The chief art of learning, as Locke has observed, is 
to attempt but little at a time. The widest excur- 
sions of the mind are made by short flights frequently 
repeated ; the most lofty fabricks of science are form- 
ed by the continued accumulation of single proposi- 
tions. 

It often happens, whatever be the cause, that im- 
patience of labour, or dread of miscarriage, seizes those 
who are most distinguished for quickness of appre- 
hension 3 and that they who might with greatest rea- 
son promise themselves victory, are least willing to 
hazard the encounter. This diffidence, where the at- 
tention is not laid asleep by laziness, or dissipated by 
pleasures, can arise only from confused and general 
views, such as negligence snatches in haste, or from 
the disappointment of the first hopes formed by arro- 
gance without reflection. To expect that the intrica- 
cies of science will be pierced by a careless glance, or 
the eminences of fame ascended without labour, is to 
expect a peculiar privilege, a power denied to the rest 
of mankind; but to suppose that the maze is inscru- 
table to diligence, or the heights inaccessible to perse- 
verance, is to submit tamely to the tyranny of fancy], 
and enchain the mind in voluntary shackles.*- 

It is the proper ambition of the heroes in literature*-* 
to enlarge the boundaries of knowledge by discovering 1 
and conquering new regions of the intellectual world. J 
To the success of such undertakings, perhaps some de- 
gree of fo r tuitous happiness is necessary, which no 
man can promise or procure to himself; and there- 
fore doubt and irresolution may be forgiven in him 
that ventures into the unexplored abysses of truth, r 
and attempts to find his way through the fluctuations 
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of uncertainty and the conflicts of contradiction. But 
when nothing more is required, than to pursue a path 
already beaten, and to trample obstacles which others 
have demolished, why should any man so much distrust 
his own intellect as to imagine himself unequal to the 
attempt ? 

It were to be wished that they who devote their lives 
to study would at once believe nothing too great for 
their attainment, and consider nothing as too little for 
their regard; that they would extend their notice 
alike to science and to life, and unite some knowledge 
of the present world to their acquaintance with past 
ages and remote events. 

Nothing has so much exposed men of learning to 
contempt and ridicule, as their ignorance of things 
which are known to all but themselves. Those who 
have been taught to consider the institutions of the 
schools as giving the last perfection to human abili- 
ties, are surprised to see men wrinkled with study, yet 
wanting to be instructed in the minute circumstances 
-of propriety, or the necessary forms of daily transac- 
tion; and quickly shake off their reverence for modes 
of education^ which they And to produce no ability 
above the rest of mankind. 

Books, says Bacon, can never teach the use of books. 
The student must learn by commerce with mankind 
to reduce his speculations to practice, and accommo- 
date his knowledge to the purposes of life. 

It is too common for those who have been bred to 
scholastick professions, and passed much of their time 
in academies where nothing but learning confers ho- 
nours, to disregard every other qualification, and to 
imagine that they shall find mankind ready to pay ho- 
mage to their knowledge, and to crowd about them 
for instruction. They therefore step out from, their 
cells into the open world, with ail the confidence of 
authority and, dignity of importance; they look round 
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about them, at once with ignorance and scorn, on a 
race of beings to whom they are equally unknown and 
equally contemptible, but whose manners they must 
imitate, and with whose opinions they must comply, 
if they desire to pass their time happily among them. . 

To lessen that disdain with which scholars are in- 
clined to look on the common business of the world, 
and the unwillingness with which they condescend to 
learn what is not to be found in any system of philo- 
sophy, it may be necessary to consider, that though ad- 
miration is excited by abstruse researches and remote 
discoveries, yet pleasure is not given, nor affection con- 
ciliated, but by softer accomplishments, and qualities 
more easily communicable to those about us. He that 
can only converse upon questions, about which only a 
small part of mankind has knowledge sufficient to 
make them curious, must lose his days in unsocial 
silence, and live in the crowd of life without a compa- 
nion. He that can only be useful in great occasions, 
may die without exerting his abilities, and stand a 
helpless spectator of a thousand vexations which fret 
away happiness, and which nothing is required to re- 
move but a little dexterity of conduct and readiness of 
expedients. 

No degree of knowledge attainable by man is able 
to set him above the want of hourly assistance, or to 
extinguish the desire of fond endearments and tender 
officiousness ; and, therefore, no one should think it 
unnecessary to learn those arts by which friendship 
may be gained. Kindness is preserved by a constant 
reciprocation of benefits or interchange of pleasures; 
but such benefits only can be bestowed, as others are 
capable to receive, and such pleasures only imparted, 
as others are qualified to enjoy. 

By this descent from the pinnacles of art no honour 
will be lost ; for the condescensions of learning are al- 
ways overpaid by gratitude. An elevated genius e.n> 
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ployed in little things, appears, to use the simile of 
Longinm, like the sun in his evening declination, he 
remits his splendor but retains his magnitude, and 
pleases more though he dazzles less. 
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■ ■ tantum Meat mecum tibl sordida rura 
Atque bumlles habit are casas, et jigerc cervos, 

▼ma* 

With me retire, and leave the pomp of courts 
For humble cottages and rural sports. 



To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Though the contempt with which you have treated 
the annual migrations of the gay and busy part of 
mankind, is justified by daily observation, since most 
of those who leave the town, neither vary their enter- 
tainments nor enlarge their notions; yet I suppose yoa 
do not intend to represent the practice itself as ridicu- 
lous, or to declare that he whose condition puts the 
distribution of his time into his own power may not 
properly divide it between the town and country. 

That the country, and only the country, displays 
the inexhaustible varieties of nature, and supplies the 
philosophical mind with matter for admiration and 
inquiry, never was denied ; but my curiosity is very 
little attracted by the colour of a flower, the anatomy 
of an insect, or the structure of a nest 5 I am gene- 
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raUy employed upon human manners, and therefore 
fill up the months of rural leisure with remarks on 
those who live within the circle of my notice. If 
writers would more frequently visit those regions of 
negligence and liberty, they might diversify their re- 
presentations, and multiply their images, for in the 
country are original characters chiefly to be found. In. 
cities, and yet more in courts, the minute discrimina- 
tions which distinguish one from another are for the 
most part effaced, the peculiarities of temper and opi- 
nion are gradually worn away by promiscuous con- 
verse 5 as angular bodies and uneven surfaces lose their 
points and asperities by frequent attrition against one 
another, and approach by degrees to uniform rotun- 
dity. The prevalence of fashion, the influence of ex- 
ample, the desire of applause, and the dread of cen- 
sure, obstruct the natural tendencies of the mind, and 
check the fancy in its first efforts to break forth into 
experiments of caprice. 

Few inclinations are so strong as to grow up into 
habits, when they must struggle with the constant 
opposition of settled forms and established customs. 
But in the country every man is a separate and inde- 
pendent being : solitude flatters irregularity with hopes, 
of secrecy : and wealth, removed from the mortifica- 
tion of comparison and the awe of equality, swells 
into contemptuous confidence, and sets blame and 
laughter at defiance ; the impulses of nature act un- 
restrained, and the disposition dares to shew itself in 
its true form, without any disguise of hypocrisy or de- 
corations of elegance. Every one indulges the full 
enjoyment of his own choice, and talks and lives with 
no other view than to please himself, without inquir- 
ing how far he deviates from the general practice, or 
considering others as entitled to any account of his sen- 
timents or actions. If he builds or demolishes, opens 
or encloses, deluges or drains, it is not his care what 

Q2 
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may be the opinion of those who are skilled in per- 
spective or architecture; it is sufficient that he has no 
landlord to control him, and that none has any right 
to examine in what projects the lord of the manor 
spends his own money on his own grounds. 

For this reason it is not very common to want 
subjects for rural conversation. Almost every man is 
daily doing something which produces merriment, 
wonder, or resentment, among his neighbours. This 
utter exemption from restraint leaves every anomalous 
quality to operate in its full extent, and surfers the na- 
tural character to diffuse itself to every part of life. 
The pride which, under the check of publick observa- 
tion, would have been only vented among servants and 
domesticks, becomes in a country baronet the torment 
of a province 5 and instead of terminating in the de- 
struction of China ware and glasses, ruins tenants, dis- 
possesses cottagers, and harasses villages with actions 
of trespass and bills of indictment. 

It frequently happens that even without violent pas- 
sions, or enormous corruption, the freedom and laxity 
of a rustick life produces remarkable particularities of 
conduct or manner. In the province where I now re- 
side, we have one lady eminent for wearing a gown 
always of the same cut and colour ; another for shak- 
ing hands with those that visit her; and a third for 
unshaken resolution never to let tea or coffee enter her 
house. 

But of all the female characters which this place af- 
fords, I have found none so worthy of attention as that 
of Mrs. fiusy, a widow, who lost her husband in her 
thirtieth year, and has since passed her time at the 
manor-house, in the government of her children, and 
the management of the estate. 

Mrs. f>usy was married at eighteen, from a board- 
ing-school where she had passed her time like other 
young ladies in needle- work, with a few intervals of 
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dancing and reading. When she became a bride, she 
spent one winter with her husband in town, where 
having no idea of any conversation beyond the forma* 
lities of a visit, she found nothing to engage her pas- 
sions -, and when she had been one night at court, and 
two at an opera, and seen the Monument, the Tombs, 
' and the Tower, she concluded that London had nothing 
more to shew, and wondered that when women had 
once seen the world they could not be content to stay 
at home. She therefore went willingly to the ancient 
seat, and for some years studied housewifery under 
Mr. Busy's mother, with so much assiduity, that the 
old lady, when she died, bequeathed her a caudle* cup, 
a soup-dish, two beakers, and a chest of table-linen 
spun by herself. 

Mr. Busy finding the economical qualities of his 
lady, resigned his affairs wholly into her hands, and 
devoted his life to his pointers and his hounds. He 
never visited his estates, but to destroy the partridges 
or foxes 5 and often committed such devastations in 
the rage of pleasure, that some of his tenants refused 
to hold their lands at the usual rent. Their landlady 
persuaded them to be satisfied, and entreated her hus- 
band to dismiss his dogs, with many exact calculations 
of the ale drank by his companions, and corn con- 
sumed by the horses, and remonstrances against the 
insolence of the huntsman, and the frauds of the 
groom. The huntsman was too necessary to his hap- 
piness to be discarded 5 and he had still continued to 
ravage his own estate, had he not caught a cold and a 
fever by shooting mallards in the fens. His fever was 
followed by a consumption, which in a few months 
brought him to the grave. 

Mrs. Busy was too much an economist to feel either 
joy or sorrow at his death. She received the compli- 
m'ehts and consolations of her neighbours in a dark 
room, out of which she stole privately every night and 

Q3 
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morning to see the cows milked ; and after a few days 
declared that she thought a widow might employ her- 
self better than in nursing grief 5 and that, for her 
part, she was resolved that the fortunes of her children 
should not be impaired by her neglect. 

She therefore immediately applied herself to the 
reformation of abuses. She gave away the dogs, dis- 
charged the servants of the kennel and stable, and sent 
the horses to the next fair, but rated at so high a price, 
that they returned unsold. She was resolved to have 
nothing idle about her, and ordered them to be em- 
ployed in common drudgery. They lost their sleek- 
ness and grace, and were soon purchased at half the 
value. 

She soon disencumbered herself from her weeds, and 
put on a riding-hood, a coarse apron, and short pet- 
ticoats, and has turned a large manor into a farm, of 
which she takes the management wholly upon herself. 
She rises before the sun to order the horses to their 
geers, and sees them well rubbed down at their return 
from work 5 she attends the dairy morning and even- 
ing, and watches when a calf falls that it may be 
carefully nursed 5 she walks out among the sheep at 
noon, counts the lambs, and observes the fences, and, 
where she finds a gap, stops it with a bush till it can 
be better mended. In harvest she rides afield in the 
waggon, and is very liberal of her ale from a wooden 
bottle. At her leisure hours she looks goose eggs, 
airs the wool-room, and turns the cheese. 

When respect or curiosity brings visitants to her 
house, she entertains them with prognosticks of a 
scarcity of wheat, or a rot among the sheep; and al- 
ways thinks herself privileged to dismiss them, when 
she is to see the hogs fed, or to count her poultry on 
the roost. 

The only things neglected about her are her child- 
ren, whom she has taught nothing but the lowest 
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household duties. In my last visit I met Miss Busy 
carrying grains to a sick cow, and was entertained 
with the accomplishments of her eldest son, a youth of ' 
such early maturity, that though he is only sixteen, 
she can trust him to sell corn in the market. Her 
younger daughter, who is eminent for her beauty," 
though somewhat tanned in making hay, was busy in 
pouring out ale to the ploughmen, that every one ' 
might have an equal share. 

I could not but look with pity on this young family, 
doomed by the absurd prudence of their mother to 
ignorance and meanness ; but when I recommended a 
more elegant education, was answered, that she never 
saw bookish or finical people grow rich, and that she 
was good for nothing herself till she had forgotten th# 
nicety of the boarding-school. 

I am, yours, fyc. 

BUCOLU5. 
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■ Sit quod w'j simplex duntaxat ct unum, 

HO*. 

Let ev'ry piece be simple and be one. 

It is required by Aristotle to the perfection of a tra- 
gedy, and is equally necessary to every other species 
of regular composition, that it should have a beginning, 
a middle, and an end. " The beginning/* says he, 
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is that which has nothing necessarily previous, bat 

to which that which follows is naturally consequent; 

the end, on the contrary, is that which by neces- 
" sity, or at least according to the common coarse of 
" things, succeeds something else, but which implies 
" nothing consequent to itself; the middle is con- 
" nected on one side to something that naturally goes 
" before, and on the other to something that naturally 
" follows it." 

Such is the rule laid down by this great critick, for 
the disposition of the different parts of a well-con- 
stituted fable. It must begin, where it may be made l 
intelligible without introduction ; and end> where the / 
mind is left in repose, without expectation of any ] 
farther event. The intermediate passages must join/ 
the last effect to the first cause, by a regular and un- i 
\ broken concatenation 5 nothing must be therefore in- j 
serted which does not apparently arise from something/ 
foregoing, and properly make way for something thatt 
succeeds it. . 

This precept is to be understood in its rigour only 7 
with respect to great and essential events, and cannot / 
be extended in the same force to minuter circumstances 
and arbitrary decorations, \which yet are more happy 
as they contribute more to the main design p for it is 
always a proof of extensive thought and accurate cir- 
cumspection, to promote various purposes by the same 1 
act; and the idea of an ornament admits use, though/ 
it seems to exclude necessity. 

Whoever purposes, as it is expressed by Milton, to 
build the lofty rhyme, must acquaint himself with the 
law of poetical architecture, and take care that hi 
edifice be solid as well as beautiful; that nothin 
stand single or independent, so as that it may be tak 
away without injuring the rest; but that from 
foundation to the pinnacles one part rest firm upon 
another. 
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This regular and consequential distribution, is among 
common authors frequently neglected 5 but the failures 
of those, whose example can have no influence, may 
be safely overlooked, nor is it of much use to recall 
obscure and unregarded names to memory for the sak# 
of sporting with their infamy. But if there is any 
writer whose genius can embellish impropriety, and 
whose authority can make error venerable, his works 
are the proper objects of critical inquisition. To ex- 
punge faults where there are no excellencies, is a 
task equally useless with that of the chemist, who 
employs the arts of separation and refinement upon 
ore in which no precious metal is contained to reward 
his operations. 

The tragedy of Samson Agonistes has been celebrated 
as the second work of the great author of Paradise 
Last, and opposed with all the confidence of triumph 
to the dramatick performances of other nations. It 
contains indeed just sentiments, maxims of wisdom, 
and oracles of piety, and many passages written with 
the ancient spirit of choral poetry, in which there is a 
just and pleasing mixture of Seneca's moral decla- 
mation, with the wild enthusiasm of the Greek writers. 
It is therefore worthy of examination, whether a per- 
-formance thus illuminated with genius, and enriched 
with learning, is composed according to the indis 
pensable laws of Aristotelian criticism : and, omitting 
at present all other considerations, whether it exhibits 
a beginning, a middle, and an end. 

The beginning is undoubtedly beautiful and pro- 
per, opening with a graceful abruptness, and pro- 
ceeding naturally to a mournful, recital of facts neces- 
sary to be known : 



Samson. A little onward lend thy guiding hand 
To these dark steps, a little farther on ; 
For yonder bank hath choice of sun and shade; 
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There I am wont to sit when any chance 
Relieves me from my task of servile toil, 
Daily in the common prison else enjoin'd me.— 
— O wherefore was my birth from Heav'n foretold 
Twice by an angel ? 

—Why was my weeding order'd and prescrib'd, 
As of a person separate to God, 
Design'ct for great exploits ; if I must die 
Betray 'd, captiv'd, and both my eyes put out? 
-r-Whom have I to complain of but myself? 
"Who this high gift of strength, committed to me, 
In what part lodg'd, how easily bereft me. 
Under the seat of silence could not keep, 
But weakly to a woman must reveal it. 



His soliloquy is interrupted by a chorus or company 
of men of his own tribe, who condole his miseries, 
extenuate his fault, and conclude with a solemn vin- 
dication of divine justice, f So that at the conclusion 
of the first act there is no design laid, no discovery 
made, nor any disposition formed towards the sub- 
sequent event.") 

In the second act, Manoah, the father of Samson, 
comes to seek his son, and, being shewn him by the 
chorus, breaks out into lamentations of his misery, and' 
comparisons of his present with his former state, 
representing to him the ignominy which his religion 
suffers by the festival this day celebrated in honour 
of Dagon, to whom the idolaters ascribed his over- 
throw : 



-Thou bear*st 
Enough, and more, the burthen of that fault; 
Bitterly hast thou paid and still art paying 
Thar rigid score. A worse thing yet remains, 
This day the Philistines a pop'lar feast 
Here celebrate in Gaza ; and proclaim 
Great pomp and sacrifice, and praises loud 
To Dagoh, as their God, who hath deliver'd 
Thee, Samson, bound and blind into their hands, 
Them out of thirie, who slew'st them many a slain. 
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Samson, touched with this reproach, makes a reply 
equally penetential and pious, which his father con- 
siders as the effusion of prophetick confidence : 

Samson* God, be sure, 

Will not connive or linger thus provok'd, 
But will arise, and his great name assert : 
Dagm must stoop, and shall ere long receiye 
Such a discomfit, as shall quite despoil him 
Of all these boasted trophies won on me. 

Manoab. With cause this hope relieves thee 1 , and these 
words 
I as a prophecy receive ; for God, 
Nothing more certain, will not long defer 
To vindicate the glory of his name. 

This part of the dialogue, as it might tend to ani- 1 
mate or exasperate Samson, cannot, I think, becen-l 
cured as wholly superfluous j but the succeeding dis- J 
pute, in which Samson contends to die, and which/ 
his father breaks off, that he may go to solicit his 
release, is only valuable for its own beauties* and 
has no tendency to introduce any thing that fol- 
lows it. 

The next event of the drama is the arrival of 
Dalilah, with all her graces, artifices, and allurements. 
This produces a dialogue, in a very high degree elegant 
and instructive, from which she retires, after she has/ 
exhausted her persuasions, and is no more seen norv 
heard of; nor has her visit any effect but that of[ 
wising the character of Samson. 

In the fourth act enters Haraphd, the giant ofGath, 
whose name had never been nierttioned before, and / 
who has now no other motive -of coming, than to see ( 
the man whose strength and actions are so loudly 
celebrated : 

Harapha. Much I have heard 

Of thy prodigious might, and feats perform^ 
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Incredible to me; in this displeas'd, 

That I was never present in the place 

Of those encounters, where we might have tried 

Each other's force in camp or listed fields: 

And now am come to see of whom such noise 

Hath walk'd about, and each limb to survey, 

If thy appearance answer loud report. ' 

Samson challenges him to the combat; and, after 
an interchange of reproaches, elevated by repeated 
defiance on one side, and Imbittered by contemptuous 
insults on the other, Herapha retires; we then hear 
it determined, by Samson and the chorus, that no 
Consequence good or bad will proceed from their in- 
terview: 



Chorus. He will directly to the lords, I fear, 
And with malicious counsel stir thtm up 
Some way or other farther to afflict thee. 



/ 

Sams. He must allege some cause, and offer'd fight 
l Will not dare mention, lest a auestion rise, 
' Whether he durst accept the oner or not ; 
And that he durst not, plain enough appear d. 

At last, in the fifth act, appears a messenger from 
the lords assembled at the festival of Dagon, with a 
summons, by which Samson is required to come and 
entertain them with some proof of his strength. 
Samson, after a short expostulation, dismisses him 
with a firm and resolute refusal ; but during the ab- 
sence of the messenger, having a while defended the 
propriety of his conduct, he at last declares himself 
moved by a secret impulse to comply, and utters 
some dark presages of a great event to be brought 
to pass by his agency, under the direction of Pro- 
vidence : 



Sams. Be of good courage; I begin to feel 
Some rousing motions in nie, which dispose 
To something extraordinary my thoughts. 
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I with this messenger will go along. 
Nothing to do, be sure, that may dishonour 
Our law, or stain my vow of Nazarhe. 
If there be ought of presage in the mind, 
This day will be remarkable in my life 
By some great act, or of my days the last. 

While Samson is conducted off by the messenger, 
his father returns with hopes of success in his solid 
tation, upon which he confers with the chorus til 
their dialogue is interrupted, first by a shout of tri- 
umph, and afterwards by screams of horror and agony. 
As they stand deliberating where they shall be secure, 
a man who had been present at the show enters, and 
relates how Samson, having prevailed on his guide to 
suffer him to lean against the main pillars of the thea- 
trical edifice, tore down the roof upon the spectators 
and himself: 



-Those two massy pillars, 



With horrible confusion, to and fro, 
•He tugg'd, he shook, till down they came, and drew 
The whole roof after them, with burst of thunder, 
Upon the heads of all who sat beneath— 

Samson with these immixt, inevitably 
Pull'd down the same destruction on himself. 

This is undoubtedly a just and regular catastrophe, 
and the poem, therefore, has a beginning and an end 
which Aristotle himself could not have disapproved; 
but it must be allowed to want a middle, since nothing 1 
passes between the 6rst act and the last,, that either 
hastens or delays the death of Samson. The whole 
drama, if its superfluities were cut off, would scarcely 
fill a single act; yet this is the tragedy which igno- 
rance has admired, and bigotry applauded. 
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■OR. 



»^-Qtf« tarn Luciliyinrfw uupte ext % 
Ut nonbocfatcatur. 

What doating bigot, to his faults so blind, 
As not to grtnt me this, can Milton find ? 

It is common, says Bacon, to desire the end without 
enduring the means. Every member of society feeh 
and acknowledges the necessity of detecting crimes, 
yet scarce any degree of virtue or reputation is able to 
secure an informer from publick hatred. The learned 
world has always admitted the usefulness of critical 
disquisitions, yet he that attempts to shew, however 
modestly, the failures of a celebrated writer, shall 
surely irritate his admirers, and incur the imputation 
of envy, captiousness, and malignity. 

With this danger full in my view, I shall proceed 
to examine the sentiments of Milton* s tragedy, which, 
though much less liable to censure than the disposition 
of his plan, are, like those of other writers, sometimes 
exposed to just exception for want of care, or want 
of discernment. 

Sentiments are proper and improper as they consist 
more or less with the character and circumstances of 
the person to whom they are attributed, with the rules 
of the composition in which they are found, or with 
the settled and unalterable nature of things. 

It is common among the tragick poets to introduce 
their persons alluding to events or opinions, of which 
they could not possibly have any knowledge. The 
barbarians ox remote or newly discovered regions oftea 
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display their skill in European learning. The god of 
love is mentioned in Tamerlane with all the familiarity 
of a Roman epigrammatist; and a late writer has put 
Harvey s doctrine of the circulation of the blood into 
the mouth of a Turkish statesman, who lived near two 
centuries before it was known even to philosophers or 
anatomists. 

Milton's learning, which acquainted him with the 
manners of the ancient eastern nations, and his inven- 
tion, which required no assistance from the common 
cant of poetry, have preserved him from frequent out- 
rages of local or chronological propriety. Yet he has 
mentioned Chalybean Steel, of which it is not very 
likely that his chorus should have heard, and has made 
Alp the general name of a mountain, in a region where 
the Alps could scarcely be known : 

Ne medicinal liquor can asswage, 

Nor breath of cooling air from snowy Alp», 

He has taught Samson the tales of Circe and the Syrens, 
at which he apparently hints in his colloquy with Da- 
Ulah: 

I know thy trains, 
Tho* dearly to my cost, thy gins and toils ; 
Thy fair enchanted cup y and warbling charms 
No more on me have pow'r. 

But the grossest error of this kind is the solemn in- 
troduction of the Phoenix in the last scene r which is 
faulty, not only as it is incongruous to the personage 
to whom it is ascribed, but as it is so evidently con* 
trary to reason and nature, that it ought never to be 
mentioned but as a fable in any serious poem : 

——Virtue giv'n for lost, 
Deprest, and overthrown, as seem'd, 

R2 
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Like that self-begotten bird 

In the Arabian woods embost 

That no second knows, nor third, 

And lay ere while a holocaust; 

From out her ashy womb now teem'd 

Revives, reflourishes, then vigorous most 

When most unactive deem'd, 

And though her body die, her fame survive*, 

A secular bird, ages of lives. 

Another species of impropriety, is the unsuitable- 
ness of thoughts to the general character of the poem* 
The seriousness and solemnity of tragedy necessarily 
rejects all pointed or epigram matical expressions,, all 
remote conceits and opposition of ideas. Samson 1 g 
complaint is therefore too elaborate to be natural : 

As in the land of darkness, yet in light, 

To live a life half dead, a living death, 

And bury'd ; but O yet more miserable! 

Myself my sepulchre, a moving grave ! 

Bury'd, yet not exempt, 

By privilege of death and burial, 

From worst of other evils, pains and wrongs. 

All allusions to low and trivial objects, with which 
contempt is usually associated, are doubtless unsuitable 
to a species of composition which ought to be always 
awful, though not always magnificent. The remark 
therefore of the chorus on good and bad news, seems to 
want elevation : 

Manoab. A little stay will bring some notice hither* 
Cbor. Of good or bad so great, of bad the sooner; 
For evil news ride; post, whiie good news tax//. 

But of all meanness, that has least to plead which 
is produced by mere verbal conceits, which depending 
only upon sounds, lose their existence by the change 
of a syllable. Of this kind is the following dialogue : 

Cb*r. But had we best retire ? I see • storm* 
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Sams. Fair day* have oft contracted wind and rain. 

Cbor. But this another kind of tempest brings. 

Sams, Be less abstruse, my ridling days are past. 

Cksr. Look now for no enchan ;ing voice, nor fear 
The bait of honied words; a rougher tongue 
Draws hitherward, I know him by bis stride, 
The giant Harapba.—— 

And yet more despicable are the lines in which 
ManoaJis paternal kindness is commended by the 
chorus: 

Fathers are wont to lay up for their sons, 
Thou for thy son art bent to lay out all.— 

Samson's complaint of the inconveniencies of im- 
prisonment is not wholly without verbal quaintness : 

. I a prisoner chain'd scarce freely draw 
The air imprison'd also, close and damp. 

From the sentiments we may properly descend to 
the consideration of the language, which, in imitation 
of the ancients, is through the whole dialogue remark- 
ably simple and unadorned, seldom heightened by epi- 
thets, or varied by figures ; yet sometimes metaphors 
find admission, even where their consistency is not 
accurately preserved. Thus Samson confounds lo- 
quacity with a shipwreck : 

How could I once look up, or heave the head, 
Who, like a foolish pilot y have shipwreck' d 
My "vessel trusted to me from above, 
Gloriously riggdi and for a word, a tear, 
Fool, have divulg'd the secret gift of God 
To a deceitful woman ?— 

And the chorus talks of adding fuel to flame in ■ 
report : 

He *s gone, and who knows how he may report 
Thy ivcrds, bv adding fuel to the flame? 

R3 
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The versification is in the dialogue much more 
smooth and harmonious than in the parts allotted to 
the chorus, which are often so harsh and dissonant, as 
scarce to preserve, whether the lines end with or with- 
out rhymes, any appearance of metrical regularity ; 

Or do my eyes misrepresent ? Can this be he, 

That heroick, that renown'd, 

Irresistible Samsons whqm unarm 'd 

No strength of man, or fiercest wild beast, could withstand ; 

Who tore the )|Qn, as the lion tears the kid ?«-» 

Since I have thus pointed out the faults of Milton, cri- 
tical integrity requires that I should endeavour to dis- 
play his excellencies, though they will not easily be dis- 
covered in short quotations, because they consist in the 
justness of diffuse reasonings, or in the contexture and 
method of continued dialogues ; this play having none 
of those descriptions, similies, or splendid sentences, 
with which other tragedies are so lavishly adorned. 

Yet some passages may be selected which seem to 
deserve particular notice, either as containing senti- 
ments of passion, representations of life, precepts of 
conduct, or sallies of imagination. It is not easy to 
give a stronger representation of the weariness of de- 
spondency, than in the words of Samson to his father : 

—I feel my genial spirits droop, 
My hopes all flat; nature within me seems 
In all her functions weary of herself; 
My race of glory run, and race of shame; 
And I shall shortly be with them that rest. 

The reply of Samson to the flattering Dalilah affords 
a just and striking description of the stratagems and 
allurements of feminine hypocrisy : 

-These are thy wonted arts, 



And art* of every woman false like thee, 
To break all faith, all vow s, deceive, betray, 



V° 140. THE RAMBLER. 187 

Then as repentant to submit, beseech, 
And reconcilement move with feign'd remorse* 
Confess and promise wonders in her change ; 
Not truly penitent, but chief to try 
Her husband, how far urg'd his patience bears, 
His virtue or weakness which way to assail : 
Then with more cautious and instructed skill 
Again transgresses* and again submits. 

When Samson has refused to make himself a spec- 
tacle at the feast of Dagon, he first justifies his beha- 
viour to the chorus, who charge him 'with having 
served the Philistines, by a very just distinction j and 
then destroys the common excuse of cowardice and 
servility, which always confound temptation with com* 
pulsion : 

Ch»r. Yet with thy strength thou serv'st the Philistine** 

Sams. Not in their idol worship, but by labour 
Honest and lawful to deserve my food 
Of those who have me in their civil power. 

Cbor. Where the heart joins not, outward acts defile not. 

Sams. Where outward force constrains, the sentence holds, 
But whe constrains me to the temple of Dagon, 
Not dragging ? the Philistine lords command. 
Commands are no constraints. If 1 obey them, 
I do it freely, vent'ring to displease 
God for the fear of man, and man prefer, 
Set God behind. 



The complaint of blindness which Samson pours out 
at the beginning of the tragedy is equally addressed to 
the passions and the fancy. The enumeration of his 
miseries is succeeded by a very pleasing train of poeti- 
cal images, and concluded by such expostulations and 
wishes, as reason too often submits to learn from de- 
spair ; 

O first created beam, and thou great word . 
Let there be light, and light was over all; 
Why am I thus bereav'd thy prime decree ? 
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The sun to me is dark, 

And silent as the moon. 

When she deserts the nighty 

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave* 

Since light so necessary is to life, 

And almost life itself; if it be true, 

That light is in the soul, 

She all in ev'ry part; why was the sight 

To such a tender ball as tV eye confin'd, * 

So obvious and so easy to be quench'd, 

And not as feeling, thro' all parts diffus'd, 

That she may look at will thro* ev'ry pore ? 

Such are the faults and such the beauties of Sarnxm 
Agonistes, which I have shewn with no other purpose 
than to promote the knowledge of true criticism. The 
everlasting verdure of Milton's laurels has nothing to 
fear from the blasts of malignity ; nor can my attempt 
produce any other effect, than to strengthen their 
shoots by lopping their luxuriance. 
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Hilarhque, tamen cum ponder e t virtus* 

STAT. 

Greatness with ease and gay severity. 



To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Politicians have long observed, that the greatest 
events may be often traced back to slender causes* 
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Petty competition or casual friendship, the prudence 
of a slave, or the garrulity of a woman, have hindered 
or promoted the most important schemes, and hastened 
or retarded the revolutions of empire. 

Whoever shall review his life will generally find, 
that the whole tenor of his conduct has been deter* 
mined by some accident of no apparent moment, or 
by a combination of inconsiderable circumstances, 
acting when his imagination was unoccupied, and his 
judgment unsettled ; and that his principles and ac- 
tions have taken their colour from some secret infusion, 
mingled without design in the current of his ideas. 
The desires that predominate in our hearts, are in- 
stilled by imperceptible communications at the time 
wheu we look upon the various scenes of the world, 
and the different employments of men, with the neu- 
trality of inexperience $ and we come forth from the 
nursery or the school, invariably destined to the pur- 
suit of great acquisitions or petty accomplishments. 

Such was the impulse by which I have been kept 
in motion from my earliest years. I was born to an 
inheritance which gave my childhood a claim to dis- 
tinction and caresses, and was accustomed to hear ap- 
plauses, before they had much influence on my 
thoughts. The first praise of which I remember my- 
self sensible was that of good-humour, which, whe- 
ther I deserved it or not when it was bestowed, I have 
since made it my whole business to propagate and 
maintain. 

When I was sent to school, the gaiety of my look, 
and the liveliness of my loquacity, soon gained me 
admission to hearts not yet fortified against affection 
by artifice or interest. I was entrusted with every 
stratagem, and associated in every sport) my com- 
pany gave alacrity to a frolick, and gladness to a holi- 
day. I was indeed so much employed in adjusting or 
executing schemes of diversion, that I had no leisure 
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for my tasks, but was furnished with exercises, and 
instructed in my lessons, by some kind patron of the 
higher classes. My master, not suspecting my defi- 
ciency, or unwilling to detect what his kindness would 
not punish nor his impartiality excuse, allowed me to 
escape with a slight examination, laughed at the pert* 
ness of my ignorance and the sprighQiness of my ab- 
surdities, and could not forbear to shew that he re- 
garded me with such tenderness, as genius and learn- 
ing can seldom excite. 

From school I was dismissed to the university, where 
I soon drew upon me the notice of the younger students, 
and was the constant partner of their morning walks 
and evening compotations. I was not indeed much 
celebrated for literature, but was looked on with indulg- 
ence as a man of parts, who wanted nothing but the 
dulness of a scholar, and might become eminent when- 
ever he should condescend to labour and attention. 
My tutor a while reproached me with negligence,' and 
repressed my sallies with supercilious gravity; yet 
having natural good-humour lurking in his heart, he 
could not long hold out against the power of hilarity, 
but after a few months began to relax the muscles of 
disciplinarian moroseness, received me with smiles 
after an elopement, and that he might not betray his 
trust to his fondness, was content to spare my dili- 
gence by increasing his own. 

Thus I continued to dissipate the gloom of collegia 
ate austerity, to waste my own life in idleness, and 
lure others from their studies, till the happy hour ar- 
rived when 1 was sent to London. I soon discovered 
the town to be the proper element of youth and gaiety, 
and was quickly distinguished as a wit by the ladies, a 
species of beings only heard of at the university, whom 
I had no sooner the happiness of approaching than 
I devoted all my faculties to the ambition of pleasing 
them. 
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• A wit, Mr. Rambler, in the dialect of ladies, is not 
always a man, who, by the action of a vigorous fancy 
upon comprehensive knowledge, brings distant ideas 
unexpectedly together, who by some peculiar acute- 
ness discovers resemblances in objects dissimilar to 
common eyes, or by mixing heterogeneous notions 
dazzles the attention with sudden scintillations of con- 
ceit A lady's wit is a man who can make ladies 
laugh, to which, however easy it may seem, many 
gifts of nature, and attainments of art, must com- 
monly concur. He that hopes to be conceived as a wit 
in female assemblies, should have a form neither so 
amiable as to strike with admiration, nor so coarse as 
to raise disgust, with an understanding too feeble to be 
dreaded, and too forcible to be despised. The other 
parts of the character are more subject to variation j 
jt was formerly essential to a wit, that half his back 
should be covered with a snowy fleece, and at a time 
yet more remote no man was a wit without his boots* 
Jn the days of the spectator a snuff-box seems to have 
been indispensable j but in my time an embroidered 
coat was sufficient, without any precise regulation of 
the rest of his dress. 

But wigs and boots and snuff-boxes are vain with- 
out a perpetual resolution to be merry, and who can 
always find supplies of mirth ! Juvenal indeed, in his 
comparison of the two opposite philosophers, wonders 
only whence an unexhausted fountain of tears could 
be discharged : but had Juvenal, with all his spirit, 
undertaken my province, he would have found con- 
stant gaiety equally difficult to be supported. Con- 
sider, Mr. Rambler, and compassionate the condition 
of a man, who has taught every company to expect, 
from him a continual feast of laughter, an uninter- 
niitted stream of jocularity. The task of every other 
slave has an end. The rower in time reaches the port $ 
the lexicographer at last finds the conclusion of his 
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alphabet; only the hapless wit has his labour always to 
begin, the call for novelty is never satisfied, and one 
jest only raises expectation of another. 

I know that among men of learning and asperity, 
the retainers to the female world are not much regard- 
ed ; yet I cannot but hope that if you knew at how 
dear a rate our honours are purchased, you would look 
with some gratulation on our success, and with some 
pity on our miscarriages. Think on the-'misery of 
him who is' condemned to cultivate barrenness and 
ransack vacuity; who is obliged to continue his talk 
when his meaning is spent, to raise merriment with- 
out images, to harass his imagination in quest of 
thoughts which he cannot start, and his memory in 
pursuit of narratives which he cannot overtake; ob- 
serve the effort with which he strains to conceal de- 
spondency by a smile, and the distress in which lie sits 
while the eyes of the company are fixed upon him as 
their last refuge from silence and dejection. 

It were endless to recount the shifts to which I 
have been reduced, or to enumerate the different spe- 
cies of artificial wit. I regularly frequented coffee- 
houses, and have often lived a week upon an expres- 
sion of which he who dropped it did not know the 
value. When fortune did not favour my erratick in- 
dustry, I gleaned jests at home from obsolete forces. 
To collect wit was indeed safe, for I consorted with 
none that looked much into books, but to disperse it 
was the difficulty. A seeming negligence was often 
useful, and I have very successfully made a reply not 
to what the lady had said, but to what it was conve- 
nient for me to hear ; for very few were so perverse 
as to rectify a mistake which had given occasion to a 
burst of merriment. Sometimes I drew the conversa- 
tion up by degrees to a proper point, and produced ft) 
conceit which I had treasured up, like sportsmen who 
boast of killing the foxes which they lodge in the co- 
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vert Eminence is however in some happy moments 
gained at less expence; I have delighted a whole cir- 
cle at one time with a series of quibbles, and made 
myself good company at another, by scalding my fin- 
gers, or mistaking a lady's lap for my own chair. 

These are artful deceits and useful expedients ; but 
expedients are at length exhausted, and deceits de- 
tected. Time itself, among other injuries, diminishes 
the power of pleasing, and I now find in my forty- 
fifth year many pranks and pleasantries very coldly 
received, which had formerly filled a whole room with 
jollity and acclamation. I am under the melancholy 
necessity of supporting that character by study, which 
I gained by levity, having learned too late that gaiety 
must be recommended by higher qualities, and that 
mirth can never please long but as the efflorescence 
of a mind loved for its luxuriance, but esteemed for 
its usefulness. 

I am, %c. 

fAPUIUS. 
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Bv0<« T &fvo hmvt wtXcup*©*— — t*$i, (j.tr r &\)*S 

JCret y«g $a,v(A* *twi/x7o vaXwgtof, all Jgwm 
Avtgt fftTQfayw. 

POMEI* 

A giant shepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the rest, and solitary reigns, 
In shelter thick of horrid shade reclin'd ; 
And gloomy mischiefs labour in his mind. 
A form enormous! far unlike the race 
Of human birth, in stature or in face* 



To .the RAMBLER. 

SIB, 

Paving been accustomed to retire annually from the 
town, I lately accepted the invitation of Eugenia, who 
has an estate and seat in a distant county. As we 
were unwilling to travel without improvement, we 
turned often from the direct road to please ourselves 
with the view of nature or of art; we examined every 
wild mountain and medicinal spring, criticised every 
edifice, contemplated every ruin, and compared every 
scene of action with the narratives of historians. By 
this succession of amusements we enjoyed the exercise 
of a journey without suffering the fatigue, and had 
nothing to regret but that, by a progress so leisurely 
and gentle, we missed the adventures of a post-chaise, 
and the pleasure of alarming villages with the tumult 
of our passage, and of disguising our insignificancy by 
the dignity of hurry. 
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The first week after our arrival at ttwgcnio's house 
Was passed in receiving visits from his neighbours, 
who crowded about him with all the eagerness of be- 
nevolence : some impatient to learn the news of the 
court and town, that they might be qualified by au- 
t hen tick information to dictate to the rural politicians 
on the next bowling day ; others desirous of his interest 
to accommodate disputes, or of bis advice in the set* 
tlement of their fortunes and the marriage of their 
children. 

The civilities which he had received were soon to be 
returned ; and I passed some time with great satis* 
faction in roving through the country, and viewing 
the seats, gardens, and plantations, which are scattered 
over it. My pleasure would indeed have been greater 
had I been sometimes allowed to wander in a park or 
wilderness alone, but to appear as the friend of Eugenio 
was an honour not to be enjoyed without some incoa- 
veniencies ; so much was every one solicitous for my 
regard, that I could seldom escape to solitude, or steal 
a moment from the emulation of complaisance and the 
vigilance of officiousness. 

" In these rambles of good neighbourhood, we fre- 
quently passed by a house of unusual magnificence. 
While I had my curiosity yet distracted among many 
novelties, it did not much attract my observation 5 but 
in a short time I could not forbear surveying it with 
particular notice $ for the length of the wall which 
inclosed the gardens, the disposition of the shades that 
waved over it, and the canals, of which I could obtain 
tome glimpses through the trees from our own win- 
dows, gave me reason to expect more grandeur and 
beauty than I had yet seen in that province. I there- 
fore inquired, as we rode by it, why we never, amongst 
our excursions, spent an hour where there was such 
an appearance of splendor and affluence. Eugenia 
told me that the seat which I so much admired, was 

S3 
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commonly called in the country the haunted house, and 
that no visits were paid there by any of the gentlemen 
whom I had yet seen. As the haunts of incorporeal 
beings are generally ruinous, neglected, and desolate, I 
easily conceived that there was something to be ex- 
plained, and told him that I supposed it only fairy 
ground, on which we might venture by day-light with- 
out danger. The danger, says he, is indeed only that 
of appearing to solicit the acquaintance of a man, with 
whom it is not possible to converse without infamy, 
and who has driven from him, by his insolence or 
malignity, every human being who can live without 
him. 

Our conversation was then accidentally interrupted; 
but my inquisitive humour being now in motion, 
could not rest without a full account of this newly 
discovered prodigy. I was soon informed that the fine 
house and spacious gardens were haunted by squire 
Bluster, of whom it was very easy to learn the charac- 
ter, since nobody had regard for him sufficient to hin- 
der them from telling whatever they could discover. 

Squire Bluster is descended of an ancient family. 
The estate which his ancestors had immemorially pos- 
sessed was much augmented by captain Bluster, who 
served under Drake in the reign of Elizabeth; and the 
Blusters, who were before only petty gentlemen, have 
from that time frequently represented the shire in par- 
liament, being chosen to present addresses, and given 
laws at hunting matches and races. They were emi- 
nently hospitable and popular, till the father, of this 
gentleman died of an election. His lady went to the 
grave soon after him, and left the heir, then only ten 
years old, to the care of his grandmother, who would 
not suffer him to be controlled, because she could not 
bear to hear him cry -, and never sent him to school, 
because she was not able to live without his company. 
She taught him however very early to inspect tht 
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steward's accounts, to dog the butler from the cellar, 
and to catch the servants at a junket; so that he was 
at the age of eighteen a complete master of all the 
lower arts of domestick policy, had often on the road 
(detected combinations between the coachman and the 
ostler, and procured the discharge of nineteen maids 
for illicit correspondence with cottagers and char* 
women. 

By the opportunities of parsimony which minority 
affords, and which the probity of his guardians had 
diligently improved, a very large sum of money was 
accumulated, and he found himself, when he took his 
affairs into his own hands, the richest man in the 
county. It has been long the custom of this family 
to celebrate the heir's completion of his twenty-first 
year, by an entertainment at which the house is thrown 
open to all that are inclined to enter it, and the whole 
province flocks together as to a general festivity. On 
this occasion young Bluster exhibited the first tokens 
of his future eminence, by shaking his purse at an old 
-gentleman, who had been the intimate friend of his 
father, and offering to wager a greater sum than he 
could afford to venture; a practice with which he has, 
at one time or other, insulted every freeholder within 
ten miles round him. 

His next acts of offence were committed in a con- 
tentious and spiteful vindication of the privileges of 
bis manors, ancLa rigorous and relentless prosecution 
of every man that presumed to violate his game. As 
he happens to have no estate adjoining equal to his 
own, his oppressions are often borne without resist- 
ance, for fear of a long suit, of which he delights to 
count the exigences without the least solicitude about 
the event ; for he knows, that where nothing but an 
honorary right is contested, the poorer antagonist 
must always surfer, whatever shall be the last decision 
nf the law. 

So 
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By the success of some of these disputes, he has so 
elated his insolence, and by reflection upon the gene* 
ral hatred which they have brought upon him, so irri- 
tated his virulence, that his whole life is spent in me* 
ditating or executing mischief. It is his common 
practice to procure his hedges to be broken in the 
night, and then to demand satisfaction for damages 
which his grounds have suffered from his neighbour's 
cattle. An old widow was yesterday soliciting Exgt- 
nio to enable her to replevin her only cow, then in the 
pound by squire Bluster's order, who had sent one of 
his agents to take advantage of her calamity, and per- 
suade her to sell the cow at an under-rate. He has 
driven a day-labourer from his cottage, for gathering 
blackberries in a hedge for his children ; and has now 
an old woman in the county-jail for a trespass which 
she committed, by coming into his grounds to pick up 
acrons for her hog. 

Money, in whatever hands, will confer power. Dis~ 
tress will fly to immediate refuge, without much con- 
sideration of remote consequences. Blmtet has there- 
fore a despotick authority in many families, whom he 
has assisted, on pressing occasions, with larger sums 
than they can easily repay. The only visits that he 
makes are to these nouses of misfortune, where he ea- 
ters with the insolence of absolute command, enjoys 
the terrors of the family, exacts their obedience, riots 
at their charge, and in the height of his joy insults the 
father with menaces, and the daughters with obscenity. 

He is of late somewhat less offensive ; for one of his 
debtors, after gentle expostulations, by which he was 
only irritated to grosser outrage, seized him by the 
sleeve, led him trembling into the court-yard, and 
closed the door upon him in a stormy night "He took 
his usual revenge next morning by a writ; but the 
debt was discharged by the assistance of Eugemu. 

It is his rule to sutler his tenants to owe him rent, 
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because by this indulgence he secures to himself the 
power of seizure whenever he has an inclination to 
amuse himself with calamity, and feast his ears with 
entreaties and lamentations. Yet as he is sometimes 
capriciously liberal to those whom he happens to adopt 
as favourites, and lets his land at a cheap rate, his 
firms are never long unoccupied ; and when one is 
ruined by oppression, the possibility of better fortune 
quickly lures another to supply his place. 

Such is the life of squire Bluster; a man in whose 
power fortune has liberally placed the means of happi- 
ness, but who has defeated all her gifts of their end by 
the depravity of his mind. He is wealthy without 
followers $ he is magnificent without witnesses $ he 
-has birth without alliance, and influence without dig* 
nity. His neighbours scorn him as a brute; his de- 
pendents dread him as an oppressor ; and he has onlr 
the gloomy comfort of reflecting, that if he is hated, 
he is likewise feared. 

I am, sib, Spc. 

VAGULU8* 
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N°143. TUESDAY, JULY SO, 175U 



* M*veat eurmetda ritwm 
Furtivis nudata color ibus. ■■ ■ 

Lest when the birds their various colours claim, 
Stripp'd of his stolen pride, the crow forlorn 
Should stand the laughter of the publick scon. 

Among the innumerable practices by which interest 
or envy have taught those who live upon literary fame 
to disturb each other at their airy banquets, one of the 
most common is the charge of plagiarism. When the 
excellence of a new composition can no longer be coo- 
tested, and malice is compelled to give way to the una- 
nimity of applause, there is yet this one expedient to 
be tried, by which the author may be degraded, though 
his work be reverenced ; and the excellence which we 
cannot obscure, may be set at such a distance as not 
to overpower our fainter lustre. 

This accusation is dangerous, because, even when it 
is false, it may be sometimes urged with probability. 
Bruyere declares, that we are come into the world too 
late to produce any thing new, that nature and life are 
preoccupied, and that description and sentiment have 
been long exhausted. It is indeed certain, that who- 
ever attempts any common topick, will hndunexpected 
coincidences of his thoughts with those of other writers; 
nor can the nicest judgment always distinguish acci- 
dental similitude from artful imitation. There is like- 
wise a common stock of images, a settled mode of 
arrangement, and a beaten track of transition, which 
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all authors suppose themselves at liberty to use, and 
which produce the resemblance generally observable 
among contemporaries. So that in books which best 
deserve the name of original?, there is little new beyond 
the disposition of materials already provided ; the same 
ideas and combinations of ideas have been long in the 
possession of other hands* and by restoring to every 
man his own, as the Romans must have returned to 
their cots from the possession of the world, so the most 
inventive and fertile genius would reduce his folios to 
a few pages. Yet the author who imitates his prede- 
cessors only by furnishing himself with thoughts and 
elegancies out of the same general magazine of litera- 
ture, can with little more propriety be reproached as 
a plagiary, than the architect can be censured as a 
mean copier of Jlngelo or Wren, because he digs hit 
marble out of the same quarry, squares his stones by 
the same art, and unites them in columns of the same 
orders. 

Many subjects fall under the consideration of an 
author, which being limited by nature can admit only 
of slight and accidental diversities. All definitions of 
the same thing must be nearly the same ; and descrip- 
tions, which are definitions of a more lax and fanciful 
kind, must always have in some degree that resem- 
blance to each other which they all have to their object. 
Different poets describing the spring or the sea would 
mention the zephyrs and the flowers, the billows and 
the rocks; reflecting on human life, they would, with- 
out any communication of opinions, lament the de- 
ceitfulness of hope, the fugacity of pleasure, the fra- 
gility of beauty, and the frequency of calamity j and 
for palliatives of these incurable miseries, they would 
concur in recommending kindness, temperance, cau- 
tion, and fortitude. ' 

When therefore there are found in Virgil and Horace 
two similar passages. 
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Hee tibi erunt arte * ■ ■ 



Par are subjectis, et debellmre superbos^ 



To tame the proud, the fetterM slave to free: 
These are imperial arts, and worthy thee* 



Jrxperct bellante prior^jacenUm 
JLenis in bostem. 



Let Casar spread his conquests far* 
Less pleas'd to triumph than to spare* 



DftTDZM. 



HOE. 



it is surely not necessary to suppose with a late critick 
that one is copied from the other, since neither Virgil 
nor Horace can be supposed ignorant of the common 
duties of humanity, and the virtue of moderation in 
success. 

Cicero and Ovid have on very different occasions re- 
marked how little of the honour of a victory belongs 
to the general, when his soldiers and his fortune have 
made their deductions; yet why should Ovid be su- 
spected to have owed to Tully an observation which 
perhaps occurs to every man that sees or hears of mi- 
litary glories ? 

Tally observes of Achilles, that had not Homer writ* 
ten, his valour had been without praise: 

Nisi Was ilia extitisset t idem tumulus qui corpus ejus c**te*erwt 9 
nomen ejus obruisset, 

U nless the Iliad had been published, his name had been loft m 
the tomb that covered his body. 

Horace tells us with more energy that there were 
brave men before the wars o£Troj/ 9 but they were lost 
in oblivion for want of a poet : 

Vtxere fortes ante Agamemnona 
J&ulti', sed omnes iUacbrjmabiles 
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Urgentur, ignotiqve Iwtga 

Noete, carent quia vote sacro* 

Before great Agamemnon reignVJ, 

Reign'd kings as great as he, and brave* 
Whose huge ambition 's now cenuin'd ' 
In the small compass of a grave: 
In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown: 
. No hard had they to make all time their own. 

FEAKCIS. 

Tully inquires, in the same oration, why, but for 
fame, we disturb a short life with so many fatigues ? 

Quid est quod in hoc tarn exiguo viUe cvrticuU tttmw bntri, Unfit 
no* in Imboribus exerceamuu 

Why in so small a circuit of life should we employ ourseht* 
in so many fatigues? 

m 

Horace inquires in the same manner, 

Quid brevi fortes jaadamur 4tV0 
Malta? 



Why do we aim, with eager strife. 
At tnings beyond the mark of lifer 



V1AHCIS. 



when our life is of so short duration, why we form 
such numerous designs ? But Horace, as well as Tully, 
might discover that records are needful to preserve the 
memory of actions, and that no records were so dura- 
ble as poems ; either of them might find out that life 
is short, and that we consume it in unnecessary labour. 
There are other flowers of fiction so widely scattered 
and so easily cropped, that it is scarcely just to tax the 
use of them as an act by which any particular writer 
is despoiled of his garland j for they may be said to 
have been planted by the ancients in the open road of 
poetry for the accommodation of their successors; and 
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to be the right of every one that has art to pluck them 
without injuring their colours or their fragrance. The 
passage of Orpheus to hell, with the recovery and 
second loss of Eun/dice, have been described after 
Boetius by Pope, in such a manner as might justly 
leave him suspected of imitation, were not toe images 
such as they might both have derived from more 
cient writers. 

Qua sontes agitata mttm 
U/trices scelerum dea 
Jam mast* lacrymis madeat 9 
jtfon Ixionium caput 
Vslox pracipitat rota* 

The pow'rs of rengeance, while they hear, 
Toucn'd with compassion, drop a tear; 
Jxions rapid wheel is hound, 
Fix'd in attention to the sound. 



#. LSWIS. 



Thy stone, O SysipBus, stands still, 
Ix'ton rests upon his wheel, 

And the pale spectres dance ! 
The furies sink upon their iron beds. 

'Tandem vincimur, arbiter 
Umbrarum, miserans, ai t 
Donemusy comitem vir», 
Mmtam carmine^ conjugem, 

Subdu'd at length, Hell\ pitying monarch cry '4, 
The song rewarding, let us yield the bride. 



He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the poet's prayer ; 

Stern Proserpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 

Heu, noctis profie terminus 
Orpheus Eurydicen s'tam 
riiit % pet 'Adit , 9«.Mt. 



1. IK Wit, 
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Nor yet the golden verge of day begun, 

When Orfbtusy her unhappy lord, 

Eurydice to life restor'd, 
At once beheld, and lost, and was undone. 



r. LEWIS. 



But soon, too soon, the lover turns his eyes: 
Again she falls, again she dies, she dies! 

No writer can be fully convicted of imitation, ex- 
cept there is a concurrence of more resemblance than 
can be imagined to have happened by chance; as 
where the same ideas are conjoined without any natu- 
ral series or necessary coherence, or where not only 
the thought but the words are copied. Thus it can 
scarcely be doubted, that in the first of the following 
passages Pope remembered Ovid $ and that in the second 
he copied Crashaw. 

Sape pater dixit, studium quid inutile tentas f . . 

jbfeonides nullat ipse refiquit ope s m 

Sponte su carmen numeros veniebat adaptos 9 

Et quod tentabam dicer e^ versus erat, 

OVID. 



2 



uit, quit this barren trade, my father cry\|r 
v'n Homer left no riches when he died ■ ■rfi' 



In verse spontaneous flow'd my native strain, 
Forc'd by no sweat or labour of the brain. 



I left no calling for this idle trade; 
No duty broke, no father disobey 'd ; 
"While yet a child, ere yet a fool to fame, 
I lisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 



——This plain floor, 
Believe me, reader, can say more 
Than many a braver marble can, 
Here lies a truly honest man. 

TOL. XXI* 



F. LEWIS. 



FOPE. 



CRA3HAW. 
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This modest stone, what few vain marbles cant 
May truly say, Here lies an honest man. 

POPE. 

Conceits, or thoughts Dot immediately impressed 
by sensible objects, or necessarily arising from the 
coalition or comparison of common sentiments/ may 
be with great justice suspected whenever they are 
found a second time. Thus Waller probably owed to 
Grotius an elegant compliment. 

Here lies the learned SaviFs heir, 
So early wise, and lasting fair, 
That none, except her years they told, 
Thought her a child, or thought her old. 

WALLER. 

Umca lute sarii, gcnitoru, gloria, turn* 
Q/4cm puerum t nemo crcdidit esse senem, 

GROT. 

t 

The age's miracle, his father's joy! 
Nor old you wou'd pronounce him, nor a boy. 

F. lewis. 

And Prior was indebted for a pretty illustration to 
Alleyne's poetical history of Henry the seventh : 

For nought but fife itself, itself can show, 
And only kings can write, what kings can da 

ALLKYNI. 

Your musick's power, your musick must disclose, 
For what light is, 't is only light that shews. 

PRIOR. 

And with yet more certainty may the same writer 
be censured, for endeavouring the clandestine" appro- 
priation of a thought which he borrowed, surely with- 
out thinking himself disgraced, from an epigram of 
JPlato : 

Ttf TlaQiv Tt wtT<m\ov' Ivsn rtun jury ogarfat 
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Venus> take my votive glass, 
Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this day I shall be, 
Venus let me never see. 



As not every instance of similitude can be considered 
as a proof of imitation, so not every imitation ought 
to be stigmatised as plagiarism. The adoption of a 
noble sentiment? or the insertion of a borrowed orna- 
ment, may sometimes display so much judgment aa 
will almost compensate for invention $ and an inferior 
genius may, without any imputation of servility, pur- 
sue the path of the ancients, provided he decUnei te 
tread in their footsteps. 



N° 144. SATURDAY, AUGUST 9, Wl\ 



iMfii 



Dapbnidis arcum 
Fregutt ef ctdamos : put tu,pervern 
Mi gum wdhtipuero doamta t doUlnu§ 
j£t si /mm aiiqua nocuissts^ mortmu eutt* 



VII*. 



The bow of Dafbnis and the shafts you broke} 
When the fair boy receiv'd the gift of right ; 
And but for mischief, you had dy'd for spite* 



DfcVDIIf. 



It. is impossible to mingle in conversation without 
observing the difficulty with which a new name makes 
its way into the world. The first appearance of ex- 
cellence unites multitudes against it; unexpected op- 
position rises up on every side; the celebrated and the 

T 2 
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obscure join in the confederacy; subtilty furnishes 
arms to impudence, and invention leads on credulity. 
The strength and unanimity of this alliance is not 
easily conceived. It might be expected that no man 
should suffer his heart to be inflamed with malice but 
by injuries ; that none should busy himself in contest- 
ing the pretensions of another, but when soma right 
of his own was involved in the question; that at least 
hostilities commenced without cause, should quickly 
cease; that the armies of malignity should soon dis- 
perse, when no common interest could be found to 
hold them together; and that the attack upon a rising 
character should be left to those who had something 
to hope or fear from the event. 

The hazards of those that aspire to eminence, would 
be much diminished if they had none but acknow- 
ledged rivals to encounter. Their enemies would then 
be tew, and what is of yet greater importance, would 
be known. But what caution is sufficient toward off 
the blows of invisible assailants, or what force can 
stand against unintermitted attacks, and a continual 
succession of enemies ? Yet such is the state of the 
world, that no sooner can any man emerge from the 
crowd, and fix the eyes of the publick upon him, than 
he stands as a mark to the arrows of lurking calumny, 
and receives, in the tumult of hostility, from distant 
and from nameless hands, wounds not always easy to 
be cured. 

It is probable that the onset against the candidates 
for renown, is originally incited by those who imagine 
themselves in danger of suffering by their success; but 
when war is once declared, volunteers flock to the 
standard, multitudes follow the camp only for want of 
employment, and flying squadrons are dispersed to 
every part, so pleased with an opportunity of mischief 
that they toil without prospect of praise, and pillage 
without hope of profit. 
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When any man has endeavoured to deserve distinc- 
tion, he will be surprised to hear himself censured 
where he could not expect to have been named; he 
.will find the utmost acrimony of malice among those 
whom he never could have offended* 

As there are to be found in the service of envy men 
of every diversity of temper, and degree of under- 
standing, calumny is diffused by all arts and methods 
of propagation. Nothing is too gross or too refined, 
too cruel or too trifling to be practised; very little 
regard is had to the rules of honourable hostility, but 
every weapon is accounted lawful, and those that can- 
not make a thrust at life are content to keep them- 
selves in play with petty malevolence, to teaze with 
feeble blows and impotent disturbance. 

But as the industry of observation has divided the 
most miscellaneous and confused assemblages into 
proper classes, and ranged the insects of the summer, 
that torment us with their drones or stings, by their 
several tribes; the persecutors of merit, notwith- 
standing their numbers, may be likewise commodious- 
ly distinguished into Roarers, Whisperers, and Mode- 
rators. 

The Roarer is an enemy rather terrible than dan- 
gerous. He has no other qualification for a champion 
of controversy than a hardened front and strong voice. 
Having seldom so much desire to confute as to silence, 
he depends rather upon vociferation than argument, 
and has very little care to adjust one part of his accu- 
sation to another, to preserve decency in his language 
or probability in his narratives. He has always a store 
. of reproachful epithets and contemptuous appellations 
ready to be produced as occasion may require, which 
by constant use he pours out with resistless volubility* 
If the wealth of a trader is mentioned, he without 
hesitation devotes him to bankruptcy; if the beauty 
and elegance of a lady be commended, he wonders how 

T 3 



210 . THE RAMBLER. • H° 144. 

the town can fall in love with rustick deformity; if a 
new performance of genius happens to be celebrated, 
he pronounces the writer a hopeless ideot, without 
knowledge of books or life, and without the under- 
standing by which it must be acquired. His exaggera- 
tions are generally without effect upon those whom 
lie compels to hear them 5 and though it will some- 
times happen that the timorous are awed by his vio- 
lence, and the credulous mistake his confidence for 
knowledge, yet the opinions which he endeavours to 
suppress soon recover their former strength, as the 
trees that bend to the tempest erect themselves again 
when its force is past. 

The Whisperer is more dangerous. He easily gains 
attention by a soft address, and excites curiosity by an 
air of importance. As secrets are not to be made 
cheap by promiscuous publication, he calls a select 
audience about him, and gratifies their vanity with an 
appearance of trust by communicating his intelligence 
in a low voice. Of the trader be can tell that though 
he seems to manage an extensive commerce, and talks 
in high terms of the funds, yet his wealth is not equal 
to his reputation ; he has lately suffered much by an 
expensive project, and had a greater share than is ac- 
knowledged in the rich ship that perished by the storm. 
Of the beauty he has little to say, but that they who 
see her in a morning, do not discover all those graces 
which are admired in the park. Of the writer he af- 
firms with great certainty, that, though the excellence 
of the work be incontestable, he can claim but a small 
part of the reputation; that he owed most of the 
images and sentiments to a secret friend ; and that the 
accuracy and equality of the style was produced by 
the successive correction of the chief criticks of the age. 

As every one is pleased with imagining that be 
knows something not yet commonly divulged, secret 
history easily gains credit -, but it is for the most part 
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believed only while it circulates in whispers; and 
when once it is openly told, is openly confuted. 

The most pernicious enemy is the man of Modera- 
tion. Without interest in the question, or any motive 
but honest curiosity, this impartial and zealous inquirer 
after truth is ready to hear either side, and always dis- 
posed to kind interpretations and favourable opinions. 
He has heard the trader's affairs reported with great 
variation, and after a diligent comparison of the evi- 
dence, concludes it probable that the splendid super* 
structure of business being originally built upon a 
narrow basis, has lately been found to totter 5 but 
between dilatory payment and bankruptcy there is a 
great distance; many merchants have supported them- 
selves by expedients for a time without any final injury 
to their creditors ; and, what is lost by one adventure 
may be recovered by another. He believes that a 
young lady pleased with admiration, and desirous to 
make perfect what is already excellent, may heighten 
her charms by artificial improvements, but surely most 
of her beauties must be genuine, and who can say that 
he is wholly what he endeavours to appear? The 
author he knows to be a man of diligence, who perhaps 
does not sparkle with the fire of Homer, but has the 
judgment to discover his own deficiencies, and to sup- 
ply them by the help of others; and in his opinion 
modesty is a quality so amiable and rare, that it ought 
to find a patron wherever it appears, and may justly 
be preferred by the publick suffrage to petulant wit 
and ostentatious literature. 

He who thus discovers failings with unwillingness, 
and extenuates the faults which cannot be denied, puts 
an end at once to doubt or vindication; his hearers 
repose upon his candour and veracity, and admit the 
charge without allowing the excuse. 

Such are the arts by which the envious, the idle, 
the peevish, and the thoughtless, obstruct that worth 
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which they cannot equal, and by artifices thus easy, 
sordid, and detestable, is industry defeated, beauty 
blasted, and genius depressed. 
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Win slbriores Meeonius tenet 
Sedes Homer us, Pindaric* latent ^ 
Ceaque $3* Alceti minaces 

Stesicborique graves Camtenee, 

HO*. 

What though the muse her Homer thrones 

High above all th' immortal quire; 
Nor Pindar s rapture she disowns, 

Nor hides the plaintive Cccan lyre : 
Alceeus strikes the tyrant's soul with dread, 
Nor yet is grave Stesicborus unread. 

FRANCIS. 

It is allowed that vocations and employments of least 
dignity are of the most apparent use; that the mean- 
est artisan or manufacturer contributes more to the 
accommodation of life, than the profound scholar and 
argumentative theorist ; and that the publick would 
sutler less present inconvenience from the banishment 
of philosophers than from the extinction of any com- 
mon trade. 

Some have been so forcibly struck with thi* obser- 
vation, that they have, in the first warmth of their 
discovery, thought it reasonable to alter the common 
distribution of dignity, and ventured to condemn man- 
kind of universal ingratitude. For justice exacts, 
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that those by whom we are most benefited should be 
most honoured. And what labour can be more useful 
than that which procures to families and communities 
those necessaries which supply the wants of nature, 
or those conveniences by which ease, security, and 
elegance are conferred ? 

This is one of the innumerable theories which the 
first attempt to reduce them into practice certainly 
destroys. If we estimate dignity by immediate use- 
fulness, agriculture is undoubtedly the first and noblest 
.science 5 yet we see the plow driven, the clod broken, 
the manure spread, the seeds scattered, and the har- 
vest reaped, by men whom those that feed upon their 
industry will never be persuaded to admit into the 
same rank with heroes, or with sages; and who, after 
all the confessions which truth may extort in favour of 
•their occupation, must be content to fill up the lowest 
class of the commonwealth, to form the base of the 
pyramid of subordination, and lie buried in obscurity 
themselves, while they support all that is splendid, 
conspicuous, or exalted. 

It will be found upon a closer inspection, that this 
part of the conduct of mankind is by no means con- 
trary to reason or equity. Remuneratory honours are 
proportioned at once to the usefulness and difficulty of 
performances, and are properly adjusted by compa- 
rison of the mental and corporeal abilities which they 
appear to employ. That work, however necessary, 
which is carried on only by muscular strength and 
manual dexterity, is not of equal esteem, in the con- 
sideration of rational beings, with the tasks that ex- 
ercise the intellectual powers, and require the active 
vigour of imagination, or the gradual and laborious 
investigations of reason. 

The merit of all manual occupations seems to ter- 
minate in the inventor j and surely the first ages can- 
not be charged with ingratitude \ since those who ci- 
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vilised barbarians, and taught them how to secure 
themselves from cold and hunger, were numbered 
amongst their deities. But these arts once discovered 
by philosophy, and facilitated by experience, are af- 
terwards practised with very little assistance from the 
faculties of the soul 5 nor is any thing necessary to the 
regular discharge of these inferior duties, beyond that 
rude observation which the mast sluggish intellect 
may practise, and that industry which the stimula- 
tions of necessity naturally enforce. 

Yet though the refusal of statues and panegyrick to 
those who employ only their hands and feet in the ser- 
vice of mankind may be easily justified, I am far from 
intending to incite the petulance of pride, to justify 
the superciliousness of grandeur, or to intercept any 
part of that tenderness and benevolence which by the 
privilege of their common nature one man may claim 
irom another. 

That it would be neither wise nor equitable to dis- 
courage the husbandman, the labourer, the miner, or 
the smith, is generally granted; but there is another 
race of beings equally obscure and equally indigent, 
who, because their usefulness is less obvious to vulgar 
apprehensions, live unrewarded and die unpitied, and 
who have been long exposed to insult without a de- 
fender, and to censure without an apologist. 

The authors of London were formerly computed by 
Swift at several thousands, and there is not any reason 
for suspecting that their number has decreased. Of 
these only a very few can be said to produce, or endea- 
vour to produce, new ideas, to extend any principle of 
science, or gratify the imagination with any uncom- 
mon train of images or contexture of events 5 the rest, 
however laborious, however arrogant, can only be 
considered as the drudges of the pen, the manufac- 
turers of literature, who have set up for authors, either 
with or without a regular initiation, and, like other 
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artificers, have no other care than to deliver their tale 
of wares at the stated time. 

It has been formerly imagined that he who intends 
the entertainment or instruction of others, must feel 
in himself some peculiar impulse of genius, that he 
must watch the happy minute in which his natural 
fire is excited, in which his mind is elevated with nc*» 
bier sentiments, enlightened with clearer views, and in- 
vigorated with stronger comprehension ; that he must 
carefully select his thoughts and polish his expressions 5 
and animate his efforts with the hope of raising a mo«» 
nument of learning, which neither time nor envy shall 
be able to destroy. 

But the authors whom I am now endeavouring to 
recommend have been "too long hackneyed in the way 9 
of men to indulge the chimerical ambition of immor* 
tality; they have seldom any claim .to the trade of 
writing, but that they have tried some other without 
success -, they perceive no particular summons to com- 
position, except the sound of the clock; they have no 
other rule than the law or tlie fashion for admitting 
their thoughts or rejecting them; and about the opi- 
nion of posterity they have little solicitude, for their 
productions are seldom intended to remain in the world 
longer than a week. 

That such authors are not to be rewarded with 
praise is evident, since nothing can be admired when 
it ceases to exist ; but surely though they cannot aspire 
to honour, they may be exempted from ignominy, 
and adopted into that order of men which deserves 
our kindness, though not our reverence. These pa- 
pers of the day, the Ephemera of learning, have uses 
more adequate to the purposes of common life than 
more pompous and durable volumes. If it is necessary 
for every man to be more acquainted with his con- 
temporaries than .with past generations, and to rather 
know the events which may immediately affect hit 
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fortune or quiet, than the revolutions of ancient king* 
doms, in which he has neither possessions nor expect* 
ations; if it be pleasing to hear of the preferment and 
dismission of statesmen, the birth of heirs, and the 
marriage of beauties, the humble author of journals 
and gazettes must be considered as a liberal dispenser 
of beneficial knowledge. 

Even the abridger, compiler, and translator, though 
their labours cannot be ranked with those of the diur- 
nal historiographer, yet must not be rashly doomed to 
annihilation. Every size of readers requires a genius 
of correspondent capacity 5 some delight in abstracts 
and epitomes, because they want room in their me- 
mory for long details, and content themselves with 
effects, without inquiry after causes; some minds are 
overpowered by splendor of sentiment, as some eyes 
are offended by a glaring light 5 such will gladly con- 
template an author in an humble imitation, as we 
look without pain upon the sun in the water. 

As every writer has his use, every writer ought to 
have his patrons; and since no man, however high he 
may now stand, can be certain that he shall not be 
soon thrown down from his elevation by criticism or 
caprice, the common interest of learning requires that 
her sons should cease from intestine hostilities, and 
instead of sacrificing each other to malice and con- 
tempt, endeavour to avert persecution from the mean- 
est of their fraternity. 
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N a 146. SATURDAY, AUGUST 10, 1751. 



Sunt illtc duo* tresve, qui rroahroMt 
Jfostrarum tineas inefV.ar-m: 
Sed cum sftonsio, fabuLttpu Lut* 
JDe scorjto fucrint 'Zf inert at 0. 

*Tis possible that one or two 
These fooleries of mine may view; 
But then the bettings must We o'er, 
Nor Crab or Cbllders talk'd of more. 



F. LEWlg. 



None of the projects or designs which exercise the 
mind of man are equally subject to obstructions and 
disappointments with the pursuit of fame. Riches 
cannot easily be denied to them who have something 
of greater value to offer in exchange ; he whose for- 
tune is endangered by litigation, will not refuse to 
augment the wealth of the lawyer 5 he whose days 
are darkened by languor, or whose nerves are excru- 
ciated by pain, is compelled to pay tribute to the sci- 
ence of healing. But praise may be always omitted 
without inconvenience. When once a man has made 
celebrity necessary to his happiness, he has put it in 
the power of the weakest and most timorous malig- 
nity, if not to take away his satisfaction, at least to 
withhold it. His enemies may indulge their pride by 
airy negligence, and gratify their malice by quiet 
neutrality. They that could never have injured a 
character by invectives, may combine to annihilate it 
by silence ; as the women of Rome threatened to put 
an end to conquest and dominion, by supplying no 
children to the commonwealth. 

When a writer has \&th long toil produced a work 
intended to burst upon mankind with unexpected lustre, 

vol. xxi. u 
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and withdraw the attention of the learned world from 
every other controversy or inquiry, he is seldom con* 
tented to wait long without the enjoyment of his new 
praises. With an imagination full of his own import- 
ance, he walks out like a monarch in disguise, to learn 
the various opinions of his readers. Prepared to feast 
upon admiration j composed to encounter censures 
without emotion ; and determined not to suffer his 
quiet to be injured by a sensibility too exquisite of 
praise or blame, but to laugh with equal contempt at 
Tain objections and injudicious commendations, he en- 
ters the places of mingled conversation, sits down to his 
tea in an obscure corner, and while he appears to exa- 
mine a file of antiquated journals, catches the con- 
versation of the whole room. He listens, but hears 
no mention of his book, and therefore supposes that 
he has disappointed his curiosity by delay 5 and that 
as men of learning would naturally begin their con- 
versation with such a wonderful novelty, they had di- 
gressed to other subjects before his arrival. The com- 
pany disperses, and their places are supplied by others 
equally ignorant, or equally careless. The same ex- 
pectation hurries him to another place, from which 
the same disappointment drives him soon away. His 
impatience then grows violent and tumultuous; he 
ranges over the town with restless curiosity, and hears 
in one quarter of a cricket-match, in another of t 
pick-pocket ; is told by some of an unexpected bank- 
ruptcy, by others of a turtle feast 5 is sometimes pro- 
voked by importunate inquiries after the white bear, 
and sometimes with praises of the dancing dog; he is 
afterwards entreated to give his judgment upon a wager 
about the height of the Monument; invited to see 
a foot-race in the adjacent villages 5 desired to read a 
ludicrous advertisement ; or consulted about the most 
effectual method of making inquiry after a favourite 
cat. 1 he whole world is busied in affairs, which bf 
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thinks below the notice of reasonable creatures, and 
which are nevertheless sufficient to withdraw all re* 
gard from his labours and his merits. 

He resolves at last to violate his own modesty, and 
to recal the talkers from their folly by an inquiry after 
himself. He finds every one provided with an answer} 
one has seen the work advertised, but never met with 
any that had read it; another has been so often im« 
posed upon by specious titles, that he never buys a 
book till its character is established; a third wonders 
what any man can hope to produce after so many 
writers of greater eminence; the next iias inquired 
after the author, but can hear no account of* him, 
and therefore suspects the name to be fictitious; and 
another knows him to be a man condemned by indi- 
gence to write too frequendy what he does not un* 
dersrand. 

Many are the consolations with which the unhappy 
author endeavours to allay his vexation, and fortify 
his patience. He has written with too little indulge 
ence to the understanding of common readers; he 
has fallen upon an age in which solid knowledge, and 
delicate refinement, have given way to low merri* 
ment and idle buffoonery, and therefore no writer 
can hope for distinction, who has any higher purpose 
than to raise laughter. He finds that his enemies, 
fcuch as superiority will always raise, have been indus- 
triousj while his performance was in the press, to vi- 
lify and blast it; and that the bookseller, whom ho 
had resolved to enrich, has rivals that obstruct the 
circulation of his copies. He at'last reposes upon the 
consideration, that the noblest works of learning and 
genius have always made their way slowly against 
ignorance and prejudice; and that reputation, which 
is never to be lost, must be gradually obtained, as ani- 
mals of longest life are observed not soon to attain 
their full stature and strength. 

* V2 
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By such arts of voluntary delusion does every man 
endeavour to conceal his own unimportance from him- 
self. It is long before we are convinced of the small 
proportion which every individual bears to the collec- 
tive body of mankind j or learn how few can be in- 
terested in the fortune of any single man; how little 
vacancy is left in the world for any new object of at- 
tention 5 to how small extent the brightest blaze of 
merit can be spread amidst the mists of business and 
of folly ; and how soon it is clouded by the intervention 
of other novelties. Not only the writer of books, but 
the commander of armies, and the deliverer of na- 
tions, will easily outlive all noisy and popular reputa- 
tion : he may be celebrated for a time by the public 
voice, but his actions and his name will soon be con- 
sidered as remote and unafFecting, and be rarely men- 
tioned but by those whose alliance gives them some 
vanity to gratify by frequent commemoration. 

It seems not to be sufficiently considered how little 
renown can be admitted in the world. Mankind are 
kept perpetually busy by their fears or desires, and 
have not more leisure from their own affairs, than to 
acquaint themselves with the accidents of the current 
day. Engaged in contriving some refuge from cala- 
mity, or in shortening the way to some new posses- 
sion, they seldom suffer their thoughts to wander to 
the past or future 5 none but a few solitary students 
have leisure to inquire into the claims of ancient he- 
roes or sages; and names which hoped to range over 
kingdoms and continents shrink at last into cloisters 
or colleges. 

Nor is it certain, that even of these dark and nar- 
row habitations, these last retreats of fame, the pos- 
session will be long kept. Of men devoted to litera- 
ture very few extend their views beyond some particu- 
lar science, and the greater part seldom inquire, even 
in their own profession, for any authors but thost 
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whom the present mode of study happens to force 
upon their notice; they desire not to* fill their minds 
with unfashionable knowledge, but contentedly resign 
to oblivion those books which they now find censured 
or neglected. 

The hope of fame is necessarily connected with 
such considerations as must abate the ardor of confi- 
dence, and repress the vigour of pursuit. Whoever 
claims renown from any kind of excellence, expects 
to fill the place which is now possessed by another; 
for there are already names of every class sufficient 
to employ all that will desire to remember them; aud 
surely he that is pushing his predecessors into the 
gulph of obscurity, cannot but sometimes suspect, that 
he must himself sink in like manner, and as he stands 
upon the same precipice, be swept away with the 
same violence. 

It sometimes happens that fame begins when life it 
at an end; but far the greater number of candidates 
for applause have owed their reception in the world 
to some favourable casualties, and have therefore im- 
mediately sunk into neglect, when death stripped them 
of their casual influence, and neither fortune nor pa* 
tronage operated in their favour. Among those who 
have better claims to regard, the honour paid to their 
memory is commonly proportionate to the reputation 
which they enjoyed in their lives, though still grow- 
ing fainter, as it is at a greater distance from the first 
emission ; and since it is so difficult to obtain the no- 
tice of contemporaries, bow little is it to be hoped 
from future times? What can merit effect by its 
Dwn force, when the help of art or friendship can 
scarcely support it ? 



it* 
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N° 147. TUESDAY, AUGUST 13, 1751. 



Yu nihil innnth dices f octave JMi/tervi. * 

HOR. 

•—You are of too quick a sight, 

£Jot to discern which way your talent lies, 

ROSCOMMON. 

To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

As little things grow great by continual accumula- 
tion, I hope you will not think the dignity of your 
character impaired by an account of a ludicrous per- 
secution, which, though it produces no scenes of hor- 
ror or of ruin, yet, by incessant importunity of vex- 
ation, wears away my happiness, and consumes those 
years which nature seems particularly to have assigned 
to cheerfulness, in silent anxiety and helpless resent- 
ment. 

I am the eldest son of a gentleman, who having in- 
herited a large estate from his ancestors, and feeling 
no desire either to increase or lessen it, has from the 
time of his marriage generally resided at his own seat; 
where, by dividing his time among the duties of a fa-s 
ther, a master, and a magistrate, the study of litera- 
ture, and the offices of civility, he finds means to rid 
himself of the day, without any of those amusements, 
which all those with whom my residence in this place 
has made me acquainted think necessary to lighten 
the burthen of existence. 

When my age made me capable of instruction, my 
father prevailed upon a gentleman, long known at 
Oxford for the extent of his learning and purity of hit 
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manners, to undertake my education. The regard 
with which I saw him treated disposed me to consider 
his instructions as important, and I therefore soon 
formed a habit of attention, by which I made very 
quick advances in different kinds of learning, and 
heard, perhaps too often, very flattering comparisons 
of my own proficiency with that of others, either less 
docile by nature, or less happily forwarded by instruc- 
tion. I was caressed by all that exchanged visits with 
my father; and as young men are with little difficulty 
taught to judge favourably of themselves, began to 
think that close application was no longer necessary, 
and that the time was now come when I was at li- 
berty to read only for amusement, and was to receive 
the reward of my fatigues in praise and admiration. 

While I wa* thus banquetting upon my own per- 
fections, and longing in secret to escape from tutor- ' 
age, my father's brother came from London to pass a 
summer at his native place. A lucrative employment 
which he possessed, and a fondness for the conversa- 
tion and diversions of the gay part of mankind, had 
so long kept him from rural excursions, that I had 
never seen him since my infancy. My curiosity was 
therefore strongly excited by the hope of observing a 
character more nearly, which I had hitherto reverenced 
only at a distance. 

From all private and intimate conversation I was 
long withheld by the perpetual confluence of visitants, 
with whom the first news of my uncle's arrival crowd- 
ed the house ; but was amply recompensed by seeing 
an exact and punctilious practice of the arts of a cour- 
tier, in all the stratagems of endearment, the grada- 
tions of respect, and variations of courtesy. I re- 
marked with what justice of distribution he divided 
his talk to a wide circle ; with what address he offered 
to every man an occasion of indulging some favourite 
topick, or displaying sorpe particular attainment j the 
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judgment with which he regulated his inquiries after 
the absent; and the care with which he shewed all the 
companions of his early years how strongly they were 
infixed in his memory, by the mention of past inci- 
dents, and the recital of puerile kindnesses, dangers, 
and frolicks. I soon discovered that he possessed 
some science of graciousness and attraction which 
books had not taught, and of which neither I nor my 
fatiier had any knowledge; that he had the power of 
obliging those whom he did not benefit ; that he dif- 
fused, upon his cursory behaviour and most trifling 
actions, a gloss of softness and delicacy by which 
every one was dazzled ; and that by some occult me- 
thod of captivation, he animated the timorous, soften- 
ed the supercilious, and opened the reserved. I could 
not but repine at the inelegance of my own manners 
which left me no hopes but not to offend, and at the 
inefHcacy of rustick benevolence which gained no 
friends but by real service. 

My uncle saw the veneration with which I caught 
every accent of his voice, and watched every motion 
of his hand ; and the awkward diligence with which 
I endeavoured to imitate his embrace of fondness, and 
his bow of respect. He was, like others, easily flat- 
tered by an imitator by whom he could not fear ever 
to be rivalled, and repaid my assiduities with compli- 
ments and professions. Our fondness was so increas- 
ed by a mutual endeavour to please each other, that 
when he returned to London, he declared himself un- 
able to leave a nephew so amiable and so accomplished 
behind him; and obtained my father s permission to 
enjoy my company for a few months, by a promise to 
initiate me in the arts of politeness, and introduce me 
into publick life. 

The courtier had little inclination to fatigue, and 
therefore, by travelling very slowly, afforded me time 
for more loose and familiar conversation 5 but I 
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found, that by a few inquiries which he was not well 
prepared to satisfy, I had made him weary of his 
young companion. His element was a mixed assem- 
bly, where ceremony and healths, compliments and 
common topicks, kept the tongue employed with very 
little assistance from memory or reflection ; but in the* 
chariot, where he was necessitated to support a regular 
tenor of conversation, without any relief from a new 
comer, or any power of starting into gay digressions, 
or destroying argument by a jest, he soon discovered 
that poverty of ideas which had been hitherto con- 
cealed under the tinsel of politeness. The first day 
he entertained me with the novelties and wonders 
with which I should be astonished at my entrance 
into London, and cautioned me with apparent admira- 
tion of his own wisdom against the arts by which rus- 
ticity is frequently deluded. The same detail and 
the same advice he would have repeated on the second 
day j but as I every moment diverted the discourse to 
the history of the towns by which we passed, or some 
other subject of learning or of reason, he soon lost hi* 
vivacity, grew peevish and silent, wrapped his cloak 
about him, composed himself to slumber, and reserv- 
ed his gaiety for fitter auditors. 

At length I entered London, and my uncle was re- 
instated in his superiority. He awaked at once to 
loquacity as soon as our wheels rattled on the pave- 
ment, and told me the name of every street as we 
crossed it, and owner of every house as we passed by. 
He presented me to my aunt, a lady of great emi- 
nence for the number of her acquaintances and splen- 
dor of her assemblies, and either in kindness or re- 
venge consulted with her, in my presence, how I 
might be mo^t advantageously dressed for my first ap- 
pearance, and most expeditiously disencumbered from 
my villatick bashfulness. My indignation at famili- 
arity thus contemptuous flushed in my face ; they 
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mistook anger for shame, and alternately exerted their 
eloquence upon the benefits of publick education, and 
the happiness of an assurance early acquired. 

Assurance is indeed the only qualification to which 
they seem to have annexed merit, and assurance there- 
fore is perpetually recommended to me as the supply of 
every defect, and the ornament of every excellence. I 
never sit silent in company when secret history is cir- 
culating, but I am reproached for want of assurance. 
If I fail to return the stated answer to a compliment; 
if I am disconcerted by unexpected raillery; if I blush 
when I am discovered gazing on a beauty, or hesitate 
when I find myself embarrassed in an argument; if I 
am unwilling to talk of what I do not understand, or 
timorous in undertaking offices which I cannot grace- 
fully perform; if I suffer a more lively tattler to re- 
count the casualties of a game, or a nimbler fop ta 
pick up a fan, I am censured between pity and con- 
tempt, as a wretch doomed to grovel in obscurity for 
want of assurance. 

I have found many young persons harassed in the 
same manner, by those to whom age has given nothing 
but the assurance which they recommend; and there- 
fore cannot but think it useful to inform them, that 
cowardice and delicacy are not to be confounded; and 
that he whose stupidity has armed him against the 
shafts of ridicule, will always act and speak with 
greater audacity, than they whose sensibility represses, 
their ardour, and who dare never let their confidence 
outgrow their abilities. 
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N 8 148. SATURDAY, AUGUST 17, 1751. . 



Me pater ssevis oneret caUnis 
Quod viro element miser o peperct, 
Afe vel extremis Numidarum in agrit 
Clause releget. 



BOH. 



Me let my father load with chains, ' 
Or banish to Numidia's farthest plains ! 

My crime, that I, a loyal wife, 
'In kind compassion spar'd my husband's life. 

rftANClfc 

fOLiTiciANS remark, that no oppression is so heavy 
or lasting as that which is inflicted by the perversion 
and exorbitance of legal authority. The robber rnay 
be seized, and the invader repelled, whenever they are 
found; they who pretend no right but that of force, 
may by force be punished or suppressed. But when 
plunder bears the name of impost, and murder is per- 
petrated by a judicial sentence, fortin^taas intimidated 
and wisdom confounded; resistance ijnnks from an 
alliance with rebellion, and the villain remains secure 
in the robes of the magistrate. 

Equally dangerous and equally detestable are the 
cruelties often exercised in private families, under the 
venerable sanction of parental authority ; the power 
which we are taught to honour from the first moments 
of reason j which is guarded from insult and violation 
by all that can impress awe upon the mind of man; 
and which therefore may wanton in cruelty without 
control, and trample the bounds of rigftt with in- 
numerable transgressions, before duty and piety will 
dare to seek redress, or think themselves at liberty to 
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recur to any other means of deliverance than suppli- 
cations by which insolence is elated, and tears by which 
cruelty is gratified. 

It was for a long time imagined by the Romans, 
that no son could be the murderer of his father; 
and they had therefore no punishment appropriated 
to parricide. They seem likewise to have believed 
with equal confidence, that no father could be 
cruel to his child; and therefore they allowed 
every man the supreme judicature in his own house, 
and put the lives of his offspring into his hands. But 
experience informed them by degrees, that they had 
determined too hastily in favour of human nature; 
they found that instinct and habit were not able to 
contend with avarice or malice ; that the nearest re- 
lation might be violated ; and that power, to whom- 
soever intrusted, might be ill employed. They were 
therefore obliged to supply and to change their insti- 
tutions $ to deter the parricide by a new law, and to 
transfer capital punishments from the parent to the 
magistrate. 

There are indeed many houses which it is im- 
possible to enter familiarly, without discovering that 
parents are by no means exempt from the intoxications 
of dominion ; and that he who is in no danger of 
hearing remonstrances but from his own conscience, 
will seldom be long without the art of controlling bis 
convictions, and modifying justice by his own will. 

If in any situation the heart were inaccessible to 
malignity, it might be supposed to be sufficiently 
secured by parental relation. To have voluntarily 
become to any being the occasion of its existence, 
produces an obligation to make that existence happy. 
To see helpless infancy stretching out her hands, and 
pouring out her cries in testimony of dependence, 
without any powers to alarm jealousy, or any guilt to 
alienate affection, must surely awaken tenderness in 
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every human mind ; and tenderness once excited will 
be hourly increased by the natural contagion of felicity, 
by the repercussion of communicated pleasure, by the 
consciousness of the dignity of benefaction. I believe 
do generous or benevolent man can see the vilest ani- 
mal courting his regard, and shrinking at his anger, 
playing his gambols of delight before him, calling on 
him in distress, and flying to him in danger, without 
more kindness than he can persuade himself to feel 
for the wild and unsocial inhabitants of the air and 
water. We naturally endear to ourselves those to 
whom we impart any kind of pleasure, because we 
imagine their affection and esteem secured to us by 
the benefits which they receive. 

There is indeed another method by which the pride 
of superiority may be likewise gratified. He that has 
extinguished all the sensations of humanity, and has 
no longer any satisfaction in the reflection that he is 
loved as the distributer of happiness, may please him- 
self with exciting terror as the inflicter of pain: he 
may delight his solitude with contemplating the extent 
of his power and the force of his commands, in 
imagining the desires that flutter on the tongue which 
is forbidden to utter them, or the discontent which 
preys on the heart in which fear confines it: he may 
amuse himself with new contrivances of detection, 
multiplications of prohibition, and varieties of pu- 
nishment ; and swell with exultation when he con- 
siders how little of the homage that he receives he 
owes to choice. 

That princes of this character have been known, 
the history of all absolute kingdoms will inform us ; 
and since, as Aristotle observes, ij oixovo[mxyj povapxia,, 
the government of a family is iiuturally monarchical, it 
is like other monarchies too often arbitrarily admi- 
nistered. The regal and parental tyrant differ only 
in the extent of their dominions, and the number of 

VOL. xxi. X 
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their slaves. The same passions cause the *amt 
miseries; except that seldom any prince, however 
despotick, has so far shaken off all awe of the publick 
eye, as to venture upon those freaks of injustice, 
which are sometimes indulged under the secrecy of* 
private dwelling. Capricious injunctions, partial de- 
cisions, unequal allotments, distributions of reward 
not by merit but by fancy, and punishments regulated 
not by the degree of the offence, but by the humour 
of the judge, are too frequent where no power if 
known but that of a father. 

That he delights in the misery of others no man will 
confess, and yet what other motive can make a father 
cruel ? The king may be instigated by one man to the 
destruction of another ; he may sometimes think him- 
self endangered by the virtues of a subject ; he may 
dread the successful general or the popular orator; hit 
avarice may point out "golden confiscations; and hit 
guilt may whisper that he can only be secure by cat- 
ting off all power of revenge. 

But what can a parent hope from the oppression of 
those who were born to his protection, of those who 
can disturb him with no competition, who can enrich 
him with no spoils ? Why cowards are cruel may be 
easily discovered ; but for what reason, not more in- 
famous than cowardice, can that man delight in op- 
pression who has nothing to fear ? 

The unjustifiable severity of a parent is loaded widl 
this aggravation, that those whom he injures are al- 
ways in his sight. The injustice of a prince is often 
exercised upon those of whom he never had any per- 
sonal or particular knowledge; and the sentence which 
he pronounces, whether of banishment, imprisonment, 
or death, removes from his view the man whom ha 
condemns But the domestick oppressor dooms him- 
self to gaze upon those faces which he clouds with 
terror and with sorrow ; and beholds every momaot 
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the effects of his own barbarities. He that can bear 
to give continual pain to those who surround him, 
and can walk with satisfaction in the gloom of bit 
own presence; he that can see submissive misery 
without relenting, and meet without emotion the 
eye that implores mercy or demands justice, will 
scarcely be amended by remonstrance or admoni- 
tion ; he has found means of stopping the avenues of 
tenderness, and arming his heart against the force of 
reason. 

Even though no consideration should be paid to the 
great law of social beings, by which every individual 
is commanded to consult the happiness of others, yet 
the harsh parent is less to be vindicated than any 
other criminal, because he less provides for the hap- 
piness of himself. Every man, however little he loves 
others, would willingly be loved ; every man hopes to 
live long, and therefore hopes for that time at which 
he shall sink back to imbecility, and must depend for 
ease and cheerfulness upon the officiousness of others. 
But how has he obviated the inconveniencies of old 
age, who alienates from him the assistance of his 
children, and whose bed must be surrounded in his last 
hours, in the hours of languor and dejection, of im- 
patience and of pain, by strangers to whom his life 
is indifferent, or by enemies to whom his death is 
desirable ? x 

Piety will indeed in good minds overcome provo* 
cation, and those who have been harassed by brutality 
will forget the injuries which they have suffered, so 
far as to perform the last duties with alacrity and zeal. 
But surely no resentment can be equally painful with 
kindness thus undeserved, nor can severer punishment 
be imprecated upon a man not wholly lost in mean- 
ness and stupidity, than, through the tediousness of 
decrepitude, to be reproached by the kindness of hit 

x 2 
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own children, to receive not the tribute but the alms 
of attendance, and to owe every relief of his miseries, 
not to gratitude but to mercy. 



N° 149. TUESDAY, AUGUST 20, %75U 



Quod non sit Pylades hoc tempore non sit Orestes t 

Miraris? Pylades, Afarcc, bibebat idem, 
Nee melior pants, turdusve dabatur Oresti : 

Sed par, at que eaJcm cccna duobus erat. ■■■ 
Te Cadmaa Tyros, me pinguis Gallia •vestit : 

Vis te purpureum, JVlarce, sagatus amem? 
Ut prastem Pyladen, aliquis mihi pntstct Or est em .• 

Hoc non jit verbis : JMtarce, ut amcris, ama. 

MAttT. vi. n. 

You wonder now that no man sees 
Such friends as those of ancient Greece. 
Here lay the point ■ Orestes* meat 
Was just the same his friend did eat; 
Nor can it yet be found, his wine 
Was better, Py/adcs, than thine. 
In home-spun russet I am drest, 
Your cloth is always of the best; 
But honest Marcus, if you please 
To choose me for your Py Fades, 
Remember, words alone are vain; 
Love— if you would be lov'd again, 

F. LEWIS. 



To the RAMBLER. 



sin, 



No depravity of the mind has been more frequently 
or justly censured than ingratitude. There is indeed 
sufficient reason for looking on those that can return 



14Q. THE RAMBLSB. $33 

«vil for good, and repay kindness and assistance with 
ed or neglect, as corrupted beyond the common 
degrees of wickedness ; nor will he, who has once 
been clearly detected in acts of injury to his bene- 
i or, deserve to be numbered among social beings j 
nas endeavoured to destroy confidence, to intercept 
lympathy, and to turn every man's attention wholly 
db himself. 

There is always danger lest the hoBest abhorrence 
of a crime should raise the passions with too much 
violence against the man to whom it is imputed. lb 
proportion as guilt is more enormous, it ought to be 
ascertained by stronger evidence. The charge against 
ingratitude is very general; almost every man can 
tell what favours he has conferred upon insensibility, 
1 how much happiness he has bestowed without 
return ; but perhaps, if these patrons and protectors 
were confronted with any whom they boast of having 
befriended, it would often appear that they consulted 
only their pleasure or vanity, and repaid themselves 
their petty donations by gratifications of insolence and 
indulgence of contempt. -,' ; .■ * 

It has happened that much of my time jlaft been 
passed in a dependent state, and consexmently 1 have 
received many favours in the opinion of those at whose 
expence 1 have been maintained > yet- 1 4b not feel in 
my heart any burning gratitude or turiteHfuous affec- 
tion; and, as I would not willingly suppose myself 
less susceptible of virtuous passions than the rest of 
mankind, I shall lay the history of my life before you, 
that you may, by your judgment of my conduct, either 
reform or confirm my present sentiments. . 

My father was the second son of a very ancient 
and wealthy family. He married a lady of equal 
birth, whose fortune, joined to his own, might have 
supported his posterity in bonoufj but being gay and 
ambitious, he prevailed on his friends to procure him 

X 3 
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a post, which gave him an opportunity of displaying 
his elegance and politeness. My mother was equally 
pleased with splendor, and equally careless of ex- 
pence ; they both justified their profusion to them- 
selves, by endeavouring to believe it necessary to the 
extension of their acquaintance, and improvement of 
their interest ; and whenever any place became vacant, 
they expected to be repaid. In the midst of these 
hopes, my father was snatched away by an apoplexy; 
and my mother, who had no pleasure but in dress, 
equipage, assemblies, and compliments, rinding that 
she could live no longer in her accustomed rank, sunk 
into dejection, and in two years wore out her life with 
envy and discontent. 

1 was sent with a sister one year younger than my* 
self to the elder brother of my father. We were not 
yet capable of observing how much fortune influences 
aflection, but flattered ourselves on the road with the 
tenderness and regard with which we should be treated 
by our uncle. Our reception was rather frigid than 
malignant j we were introduced to our young cousins, 
and for the first month more frequently consoled than 
upbraided; but in a short time we found our prattle 
repressed, pur dress neglected, our endearments 
unregarded, and our requests referred to the house* 
keeper. 

The forms of decency were now violated, and every 
day produced new insults. We were soon brought to 
the necessity of receding from our imagined equality 
with our cousins, to whom we sunk into humble com- 
panions without choice or influence, expected only to 
echo their opinions, facilitate their desires, and ac- 
company their rambles. It was unfortunate that our 
early introduction into polite company, and habitual 
knowledge of the arts of civility, had given us such an 
appearance of superiority to the awkward bashfulness 
of our relations, as naturally drew respect and pre* 
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ference from every stranger j and my aunt was forced 
to assert the dignity of her own children, while they 
were sculking in corners for fear of notice, and hang- 
ing down their heads in silent confusion, by relating 
the indiscretion of our father, displaying her own 
kindness, lamenting the misery of birth without estate, 
and declaring her anxiety for our future provision, 
and the expedients which she had formed to secure us 
from those follies or crimes, to which the conjunction 
of pride and want often gives occasion. In a short A 
time care was taken to prevent such vexatious mis-^^- 
takes 5 we were told that fine clothes would only fill 
our heads with false expectations, and our dress was 
therefore accommodated to our fortune. 

Childhood is not easily dejected or mortified. W© 
felt no lasting pain from insolence or neglect; but 
finding that we were favoured and commended by all 
whose interest did not prompt them to discountenance 
us, preserved our vivacity and spirit to years of greater 
sensibility. It then became irksome and disgusting to 
live without any principle of action but the will of 
another, and we often met privately in the garden to 
lament our condition, and to ease our hearts witti 
mutual narratives of caprice, peevishness, and affront. 

There are innumerable modes of insult and tokens 
of contempt for which it is not easy to * find a name, 
which vanish to nothing in an attempt to describe 
them, and yet mny, by continual repetition, make 
day pass after day in scrrow and in terror. Phrases of 
cursory compliment and established salutation may, 
by a different modulation of the voice, or cast of 
the countenance, convey contrary meanings, and be 
changed from indications of respect to expressions , 
of scorn. The dependent who cultivates delicacy in 
himself very little consults his own tranquillity. My 
unhappy vigilance is every moment discovering some x 
petulance of accent, or arrogance of mien, some 
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vehemence of interrogation, or quickness of reply* 
that recalls my poverty to my mind, and which 1 feel 
more acutely as I know not how to resent it. 

You are not however to imagine that I think myself 
discharged from the duties of gratitude, only because 
my relations do not adjust their looks or tune their 
voices to my expectation. The insolence of bene- 
faction terminates not in negative rudeness or obli- 
quities of insult. I am often told in express terms of 
the miseries from which charity has snatched me, 
while multitudes are suffered by relations equally near 
to devolve upon the parish 3 and have more than once 
heard it numbered among other favours, that I am ad* 
mitted to the same table with my cousins. 

That I sit at the first table I must acknowledge, but 
I sit there only that I may feel the stings of inferiority* 
My inquiries are neglected, my opinion is overborne, 
my assertions are controverted ; and as insolence al- 
ways propagates itself, the servants overlook me, in 
imitation of their master; if I call modestly, I am 
not heard ; if loudly, my usurpation of authority is 
checked by a general frown. I am often obliged to 
look uninvited upon delicacies, and sometimes desired 
to rise upon very slight pretences. 

The incivilities to which I am exposed would give 
me less pain, were they not aggravated by the tears of 
' my sister, whom the young ladies are hourly tormenting 
with every art of feminine persecution. As it is said 
of the supreme magistrate of Venice, that he is a prince 
in one place and a slave in another, my sister is a 
servant to her cousins in their apartments," and a com- 
panion only at the table. Her wit and beauty draw 
so much regard away from them, that they never 
suffer her to appear with them in any place where they 
solicit notice or expect admiration j and when they 
are visited by neighbouring ladies, and pass their 
hours in donu.stick amusements, she is sometimes 
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called to fill a vacancy, insulted with contemptuous 
freedoms, and dismissed to her needle when her place 
is supplied. The heir has of late, by the instigation 
of his sisters, begun to harass her with clownish jocu- 
larity j he seems inclined to make his first rude essay* 
of waggery upon her ; and by the connivance, if not 
encouragement of his father, treats her with such 
licentious brutality, as I cannot bear, though I cannot 
punish it. 

I beg to be informed, Mr. Rambler, how much we 
can be supposed to owe to beneficence, exerted on 
terms like these ? To beneficence which pollutes its 
gifts with contumely, and may be truly said to pander 
to pride ? I would willingly be told, whether inso- 
lence does not reward its own liberalities, and whether 
he that exacts servility can with justice at the sama 
time expect affection. 

I am, SIR, fyc. 

HYPERDULUS. 
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N' ]50. SATURDAY, AUGUST 21, 1751. 



mumra nondutn 
Jntellecta De&mi 



LUC AH. 



-Thou chiefest good ! 



Bestow d by Heav'n, but seldom understood. 

ROWS. 

As daily experience makes it evident that misfortunes 
are unavoidably incident to human life, that calamity 
will neither be repelled by fortitude, nor escaped by 
flight 5 neither awed by greatness, nor eluded by 
obscurity; philosophers have endeavoured to reconcile 
us to that condition which they cannot teach us to 
mend, by persuading us that most of our evils are 
made afflictive only by ignorance or perverseness, and 
that nature has annexed to every vicissitude of ex- 
ternal circumstances, some advantage sufficient to 
overbalance all its inconveniencies. 

This attempt may perhaps be justly suspected of 
resemblance to the practice of physicians, who, when 
they cannot mitigate pain, destroy sensibility, and en- 
deavour to conceal by opiates the inefficacy of their 
other medicines. The panegyrists of calamity havo 
more frequently gained applause to their wit, than 
acquiescence to their arguments j nor has it ap- 
peared that the most musical oratory or subtle ratioci- 
nation has been able long to overpower the anguish 
of oppression, the tediousness of languor, or the long- 
ings of want. 

Yet it may be generally remarked, that where much 
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has been attempted, something has been performed? 
though the discoveries or acquisitions of man are not 
always adequate to the expectations of bis pride, they 
are at least sufficient to animate his industry. The anti- 
dotes with which philosophy has medicated the cup of 
life, though they cannot give it salubrity and sweet- 
ness, have at least allayed its bitterness and con tem- 
pered its malignity} the balm which she drops upon 
the wounds of the mind abates their pain, though it 
cannot heal them. 

By suffering willingly what we cannot avoid, we 
secure ourselves from vain and immoderate disquiet $ 
we preserve for better purposes that strength which 
would be unprofitably wasted in wild efforts of de-? 
speration, and maintain that circumspection which may 
enable us to seize every support and improve every 
alleviation. This calmness will be more easily ob- 
tained, as the attention is more powerfully withdrawn 
from the contemplation of unmingled unabated evil* 
and diverted to those accidental benefits which pru- 
dence may confer on every state. 
, Seneca has attempted not only to pacify us in mis- 
fortune, but almost to allure us to it, by representing 
it as necessary to the pleasures of the mind. He that 
ntvcr was acquainted with adversity, says he-, has seen 
the world but on one side, and is ignorant of' half the 
scenes of nature. He invites his pupil to calamity, as 
the Syrens allured the passenger to their coasts, by 
promising that he shall return mXtwa, eltiovf, with in- 
crease of knowledge, with enlarged views, and multi- 
plied ideas. 

Curiosity is, in great and generous minds, the first 
passion and the last $ and perhaps always predominates 
in proportion to the strength of the contemplative 
faculties. He who easily comprehends all that is 
before him, and soon exhausts any single subject, is 
always eager for new inquiries ; and in proportion as 
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the intellectual eye takes in a wider prospect, it most 
be gratified with variety, by more rapid flights and 
bolder excursions; nor perhaps can there be proposed 
to those who have been accustomed to the pleasures 
of thought, a more powerful incitement, to any under- 
taking, than the hope of filling their fancy with new 
images, of clearing their doubts, and enlightening 
their reason. 

When Jason, in Valerius Flaccus, would incline the 
young prince Acastus to accompany him in the first 
essay of navigation, he disperses his apprehensions of 
danger by representations of the new tracts of earth 
and heaven which the expedition would spread before 
their eyes 5 and tells him with what grief he will hear, 
at their return, of the countries which they shall have 
seen, and the toils which they have surmounted. 

O quantum terra, quantum cognoscere tali, 
Permissum est ! pelagus quantos aperimus in usus t 
Nunc for s an grave reris ojbut : sed lata recur ret 
Cum rat is, 1ST caram cum jam mibi reddet Iolcon; 
Qu'ts pudor Leu nostras tibi tunc audire labores ! 
Quam refer am visas tua per suspiria gentes / 

Led by our stars, what tracts immense we tracei 
From seas remote, what funds of science raise ! 
A pain to thought ! but when th' heroick band 
Returns applauded to their native land, 
A 1 f e domestick you will then deplore, 
And sigh, while I describe the various shore. 

SOW. CAVfi. 

Acastus was soon prevailed upon by his curiosity to 
set rocks and hardships at defiance, and commit his 
life to the winds ; and the same motives have in all 
ages had the same effect upon those whom the desire 
of fame or wisdom has distinguished from the lower 
orders of mankind. 

If therefore it can be proved that distress is ne- 
cessary to the attainment of knowledge, and that a 
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happy situation hides from us so large a part of the 
field of meditation, the envy of many who repine at 
the sight of affluence and splendor will be much dimi- 
nished ; for such is the delight of mental superiority, 
that none on whom nature or study have conferred it, 
would purchase the g fts of fortune by its loss. 

It is certain, that however the rhetorick of Seneca 
may have dressed adversity w th extrins'ck ornaments, 
he has justly represented it as affording some oppor- 
tunities of observation, which cannot be found in con- 
tinual success 5 he has truly asserted, that to escape 
misfortune is to want instruction, and that to live at 
ease is to live in ignorance. 

As no man can enjoy happiness without thinking 
that he enjoys it, the experience of calamity is ne- 
cessary to a just sense of better fortune j for the good 
of our present state is merely comparative, and the 
evil which every man feels will be sufficient to disturb 
and harass him, if he does not know how much he 
escapes. The lustre of diamonds is invigorated by 
the interposition of darker bodies; the lights of a 
picture are created by the shades. The highest plea- 
sure which nature has indulged tc* sensitive perception, 
is that of rest after fatigue; yefr'tibat state which 
labour heightens into delight is of itself only ease, and 
is incapable of satisfying the mind without the super- 
addition of diversified amusements. 

Prosperity, as is truly asserted by Seneca, very much 
obstructs the knowledge of ourselves. No man can 
form a just estimate of his own powers by unactive 
speculation. That fortitude which has encountered no 
dangers, that prudence which has surmounted no dif- 
ficulties, that integrity which has been attacked by no 
temptations, can at best be considered but as gold not 
yet brought to the test, of which therefore the true 
value cannot be assigned He that traverses the lists 
'Without an adversary, may receive, says the philosopher* 

VOL. XXI. Y 
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the reward of victory, but he has no pretensions to the 
honour. If it be the highest happiness of man to con* 
template himself with satisfaction, and to receive the 
gratulations of his own conscience, he whose courage 
has made way amidst the turbulence of opposition, 
and whose vigour has broken through the snares of 
distress, has many advantages over those that have 
slept in the shades of indolence, and whose retrospect 
of time can entertain them with nothing but day rising 
upon day, and year gliding after year. 

Equally necessary is some variety of fortune to a 
nearer inspection of the manners, principles, and af* 
fections of mankind. Princes, when they would know 
the opinions or grievances of their subjects, find it 
necessary to steal away from guards and attendants, 
and mingle on equal terms among the people. To 
him who is known to have the power of doing good 
or harm, nothing is shewn in its natural form. The 
behaviour of all that approach him is regulated by his 
humour, their narratives are adapted to his inclination, 
and their reasonings determined by his opinions; 
w hatever can alarm suspicion, or excite resentment, is 
carefully suppressed, and nothing appears but uni- 
formity of sentiments and ardour of affection. It may 
be observed that the unvaried complaisance which 
ladies have the right of exacting, keeps them generally 
unskilled in human nature; prosperity will always 
enjoy the female prerogatives, and therefore must be 
always in danger of female ignorance. Truth is scarcely 
to be heard, but by those from whom it can serve no 
interest to conceal it. 



*f° 151. THE RAMBLER* 243 



14° 151. TUESDAY, AUGUST 27, 1751. 



ti:api9(j.yfiQi xg.»(x«v7at. 
*Oti vvv, xai Iv tAji/- 

HMD. 

But wrart in error is the human mind, 

And numan bliss is ever insecure : 
Know we what fortune yet remains behind ? 

Know we how long the present shall endure ? 

WEST. 

The writers of medicine and physiology have traced, 
with great appearance of accuracy, the effects of time 
upon the human body, by marking the various periods 
©f the constitution, and the several stages by which anw 
mallife makes its progress from infancy to decrepitude. 
Though their observations have not enabled them to 
discover how manhood may be accelerated, or old age 
retarded, yet surely, if they be considered only as the 
amusements of curiosity, they are of equal importance 
with conjectures on things more remote, with cata- 
logues of the fixed stars, and calculations of the bulk 
of planets. 

It had been a task worthy of the moral philoso- 
phers to have considered with equal care the climac- 
tericks of the mind; to have pointed out the time at 
which every passion begins and ceases to predominate, 
and noted the regular variations of desire, and the sue* 
cession of one appetite to another. 

The periods of mental change are not to b,e stated^ 

Y2 
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with equal certainty : our bodies grow up under the 
care of nature, and depend so little on our own ma- 
nagement, that something more than negligence is 
necessary to discompose their structure, or impeda 
their vigour. But our minds are committed in a great 
measure, first to the direction of others, and after- 
wards of ourselves. It would be difficult to protract 
the weakness of infancy beyond the usual lime, but 
the mind may be very easily hindered from its share of 
improvement, and the bulk and strength of manhood 
must, without the assistance of education and in- 
struction, be informed only with the understanding 
of a child 

, Yet, amidst all the disorder and inequality which 
variety of discipline, example, conversation, and em- 
ployment produce in the intellectual advances of dif- 
ferent men, there is still discovered by a vigilant spec- 
tator, such a general and remote similitude, as may ba 
i expected in the same common nature affected by ex- 
i ternal circumstances indefinitely varied. We all enter 
the world in equal ignorance, gaze round about us on 
the same objects, and have our first pains and pleasures, 
our first hopes and fears, our first aversions and desires, 
from the same causes ; and though, as we proceed 
farther, life opens wider prospects to our view, and 
accidental impulses determine us to different paths, yet 
as every mind, however vigorous or abstracted, is 
necessitated, in its present state of union, to receive 
' its informations, and execute its purposes, by the in- 
tervention of the body, the uniformity of our corporeal 
: nature communicates itself to our inttllectual opera- 
i tionsj and those whose abilities or knowledge incline 
j them most to deviate from the general round of life, 
^ are recalled from excentricity by the laws of their 
existence. 

If we consider the exercises of the mind, it will be 
found that in each part of life some particular faculty 
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is more eminently employed. When the treasures of 
knowledge are first opened before us, while novelty 
blooms alike on either hand, and every thing equally 
unknown and unexamined seems of equal value, the 
power of the soul is principally exerted in a vivacious 
and desultory curiosity. She applies by turns to every 
object, enjoys it for a short time, and Hies with equal 
ardour to another. She delights to catch up loose and 
"unconnected ideas, but starts away from systems and 
complications which would obstruct the rapidity of 
her transitions, and detain her long in the same pursuit. 

When a number of distinct images are collected by 
these erratick and hasty surveys, the fancy is busied in- 
arranging them j and combines them into pleasing 
pictures with more resemblance to the realities of life 
as experience advances, and new observations rectify 
the former. While the judgment is yet uninformed 
and unable to compare the draughts of fiction with 
their originals, we are delighted with improbable ad- 
ventures, impracticable virtues, and inimitable cha- 
racters ; but in proportion as we have more oppor- 
tunities of acquainting ourselves with living nature, 
*we are sooner disgusted with copies in which there ap- 
pears no resemblance. We first discard absurdity 
and impossibility, then exact greater and greater de- |*A 
grees of probability, but at last become cold and insen- 
sible to the charms of falsehood, however specious, 
and from the imitations of truth, which are never 
perfect, transfer our affection to truth itself. 

Now commences the reign of judgment or reason; 
we begin to find little pleasure but in comparing 
arguments, stating propositions, disentangling per- 
plexities, clearing ambiguities, and deducing con- j 
sequences. The painted vales of imagination are de- <x- 
serted, and our intellectual activity isexercised in wind- 
ing through the labyrinths of fallacy, and toiling with 

Y3 
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firm and cautious steps up the narrow tracks of de- 
monstration. Whatever may lull vigilance, or mis- 
lead attention, is contemptuously rejected, and every 
disguise in which error may be concealed, is carefully 
observed, till by degrees a certain number of incon- 
testable or unsuspected propositions are established, 
and at last concatenated into arguments, or compacted 
into systems. 

At length weariness succeeds to labour, and the 
mind lies at ease in the contemplation of her own at- 
tainments, without any desire of new conquests or 
excursions. This is the age of recollection and nar- 
rative j the opinions are settled, and the avenues of 
apprehension shut against any new intelligence j th« 
days that are to follow must pass in the inculcation of 
precepts already collected, and assertion of tenets 
already received : nothing is henceforward so odious 
as opposition, so insolent as doubt, or so dangerous as 
novelty. 

In like manner the passions usurp the separate com- 
mand of the successive periods of life. To the hap- 
piness of our first years nothing more seems necessary 
than freedom from restraint: every man may re- 
member that if he was left to himself, and indulged 
in the disposal of his own time, he was once content 
without the superaddition of any actual pleasure. The 
new world is itself a banquet ; and till we have ex- 
hausted the freshness of life, we have always about 
us sufficient gratifications ; the sunshine quickens us 
to play, and the shade invites us to sleep. 

But we soon become unsatisfied with negative 
felicity, and are solicited by our senses and appetites 
to more powerful delights, as the taste of him who has 
satisfied his hunger must be excited by artificial 
stimulations. The simplicity of natural amusement 
is now past, and art and contrivance must improve 
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our pleasures ; but in time, art, like nature, is ex- 
hausted, and the senses can no longer supply the 
cravings of the intellect. 

The attention is then transferred from pleasure to 
interest, in which pleasure is perhaps included, though 
diffused to a wider extent, and protracted through 
new gradations. Nothing now dances before the eyes 
but wealth and power, nor rings in the ear but the 
voice of fame; wealth, to which, however, variously 
denominated, every man at some time or other aspires; 
power, which all wish to obtain within their circle of 
action ; and fame, which no mau, however high or 
mean, however wise or ignorant, was yet able to 
despise. Now prudence and foresight exert their in- 
fluence ; no hour is devoted wholly to any present en- 
joyment, no act or purpose terminates in itself, but 
every motion is referred to some distant end; the ac- 
complish ment of one design begins another, and 
the ultimate wish is always pushed off to its former 
distance. 

At length fame is observed to be uncertain, and 
power to be dangerous; the man whose vigour and 
alacrity begin to forsake him, by degrees contracts his 
designs, remits his former multiplicity of pursuits, 
and extends no longer his regard to any other honour 
than the reputation of wealth, or any other influence 
than its power. Avarice is generally the last passion 
of those lives of which the first part has been squan? 
dered in pleasure, and the second devoted to ambition. 
He that sinks under the fatigue of getting wealth, 
lulls his age with the milder business of saving it. 

I have in this view of life considered men as actu- 
ated only by natural desires, and yielding to their own 
inclinations, without regard to superior principles by 
which the force of external agents may be counter- 
acted, and the temporary prevalence of passions re- 
strained. Nature will indeed always operate, human 
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desires will be always ranging; but these motions, 
though very powerful, are not resistless; nature may 
be regulated, and desires governed ; and to contend 
with the predominance of successive passions, to be 
endangered first by one affection, and then by another, 
is the condition upon- which we are to pass our time, 
the time of our preparation for that state which shall 
put an end to experiment, to disappointment, and to. 
change. 



N° 152. SATURDAY, AUGUST 31, 1751. 



Tristia mastum 
Vultum verba decent ^ iratum plena mlnarum» 

Disastrous words can best disaster show; 
In angry phrase the angry passions glow. 



HOR. 



EtPHlNSTON. 



" It was the wisdom," says Seneca, <€ of ancient 
rr times, to consider what is most useful as most il- 
€< lustrums." If this rule be applied to works of 
genius, scarcely any species of composition deserves 
more to be cultivated than the epistolary style, since 
none is of more various or frequent use, through the 
whole subordination of human life. 

It has yet happened that among the numerous 
writers which our nation has produced, equal perhaps 
always in force and genius, and of late in elegance 
and accuracy, to those of any other country, very few 
have endeavoured to distinguish themselves by the 
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publication of letters, except such as were written in 
the discharge of publick trusts, and during the trans- 
action of great affairs - y which, though they afford pre- 
cedents to the minister, and memorials to the historian, 
are of no use as examples of the familiar style, or 
models of private correspondence 

If it be inquired by foreigners, how this deficiency 
has happened in the literature of a country, where all 
indulge themselves with so little danger in speaking 
and writing, may we not without either bigotry or 
arrogance inform them, that it must be imputed to 
our contempt of trifles, and our due sense of the dig- 
nity of the publick? We do not think it reasonable 
to fill the world with volumes from which nothing can 
be learned, nor expect that the employments of the 
busy, or the amusements of the gay, should give way 
to narratives of our private affairs, complaints of 
absence, expressions of fondness, or declarations of 
fidelity. 

A slight perusal of the innumerable letters b^ 
which the wits of Prance have signalized their names, 
will prove that other nations need not be discouraged 
from the likeattempts by the consciousness of inability; 
for surely it is not very difficult to aggravate trifling 
misfortunes, to magnify familiar incidents, repeat 
adulatory professions, accumulate servile hyperboles, 
and produce all that can be found in the despicable 
remains of Voiturc and Scarron. 

Yet as much of life must be passed in affairs con- 
siderable only by their frequent occurrence, and much 
of the pleasure which our condition allows, must be 
produced by giving elegance to trifles, it is necessary 
to learn how to become little without becoming mean, 
to maintain the necessary intercourse of civility, and 
fill up the vacuities of actions by agreeable appearances. 
Jt had therefore been of advantage, if such of our 
writers as have excelled in the art of decorating in- 
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significance, had supplied us with a few sallies of in- 
nocent gaiety, effusions of honest tenderness, or ex- 
clamations of unimportant hurry. 

Precept has generally been posterior to performance. 
The art of composing works of genius has never 
been taught but by the example of those who performed 
it by natural vigour of imagination, and rectitude of 
judgment. As we have few letters, we have likewise 
few criticisms upon the epistolary style. The obser- 
vations with which Walsh has introduced his pages of 
inanity, are such as give him little claim to the rank 
assigned him by Dry den among the criticks. Letters , 
says he, are intended as resemblances of conversation, 
and the chief excellencies of conversation, are good- 
fivmour and good-breeding. This remark, equally 
valuable for its novelty and propriety, he dilates and 
enforces with an appearance of complete acquiescence 
in his own discovery. 

No man was ever in doubt about the moral qua-? 
lities of a letter. It has been always known that he 
who endeavours to please must appear pleased, and he 
who would not provoke rudeness must not practise it 
But the question among those who establish roles for 
an epistolary performance is how gaiety or civility 
may be properly expressed ; as among the criticks 
in history it is not contested whether truth ought to 
be preserved, but by what mode of diction it is best 
adorned. 

As letters are written on all subjects, in all states of 
mind, they cannot be properly reduced to settled rules, 
or described by any single characteristick 3 and we 
may safely disentangle our minds from critical em- 
barrassments, by determining that a letter has no 
peculiarity but its form, and that nothing is to be 
refused admission, which would be proper in any 
other method of treating the same subject. The 
qualities of the epistolary style most frequently re* 
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quired are ease and simplicity, an even flow of un- 
laboured diction, and an artless arrangement of obviou* 
sentiments. But these directions are no sooner ap- 
plied to use, than their, scantiness and imperfection 
become evident. Letters are written to the great and 
to the mean, to the learned and the ignorant, at rest 
and in distress, in sport and in passion. Nothing can 
be more improper than ease and laxity of expression, 
when the importance of the subject impresses so- 
licitude, or the dignity of the person exacts reve^ 
rence. 

That letters should be written with strict conformity 
to nature is true, because nothing but conformity to 
nature can make any composition beautiful or just- 
But it is natural to depart from familiarity of language 
upon occasions not familiar. Whatever elevates the 
sentiments will consequently raise the expression j 
whatever fills us with hope or terror, will produce 
some perturbation of images, and some figurative 
distortions of phrase. Wherever we are studious to) 
please, we are afraid of trusting our first thoughts, 
and endeavour to recommend our opinion by studied 
ornaments, accuracy of method, and elegance of 
style. 

If the personages of the comick scene be allowed 
by Horace, to raise their language in the transports of 
anger to the turgid vehemence of tragedy, the epis- 
tolary writer may likewise without censure comply 
with the varieties of his matter. If great events are 
to be related, he may, with all the solemnity of an his- 
torian, deduce them from their causes, connect them 
with their concomitants, and trace them to their con- 
sequences. If a disputed position is to be established, 
or a remote principle to be investigated, he may 
detail his reasonings with all the nicety of syllogi stick 
method. If a menace is to be averted, or a benefit 
implored, he may, withotit any violation of the edicts 
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of criticism, call every power of rhetorick to his 
assistance, and try every inlet at which love or pity 
enters the heart. 

Letters that have no other end than the entertain- 
ment of the correspondent are more properly regu- 
lated by critical precepts, because the matter and 
style are equally arbitrary, and rules are more neces- 
sary, as there is a larger power of choice. In letters of 
this kind, some conceive art graceful, and others think 
negligence amiable 5 some model them by the sonnet, 
and will allow them no means of delighting but the 
soft lapse of calm mellifluence 5 others adjust them 
by the epigram, and expect pointed sentences and 
forcible periods The one party considers exemption 
from faults as the height of excellence, the other 
looks upon neglect of excellence as the most dis- 
gusting fault 5 one avoids censure, the other aspires to 
praise j one is always in danger of insipidity, the other 
continually on the brink of affectation. 

When the subject has no intrinsick dignity, it must 
necessarily owe its attractions to artificial embellish- 
ments, and may catch at all advantages which the art 
of writing can supply. He that, like Ptiny, sends 
his friend a portion for his daughter, will, without 
Pliny s eloquence or address, find means of exciting 
gratitude and securing acceptance ; but he that has 
no present to make but a garland, a ribbon, or some 
petty curiosity, must endeavour to recommend it by 
his manner of giving it. 

The purpose for which letters are written when no 
intelligence is communicated, or business transacted, 
is to preserve in the minds of the absent either love or 
.esteem ; to excite love we must impart pleasure, and to 
raise esteem we must discover abilities. Pleasure 
will generally be given, as abilities are displayed by 
scenes of imagery, points of conceit, unexpected 
sallies, and artful compliments. Trifles always require 
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exuberance of ornament ; the building which has no 
strength can be valued only for the grace of its deco- 
rations. The pebble must be polished with care, 
which hopes to be valued as a diamond j and words 
ought surely to be laboured, when they are intended 
to stand for things. 



N° 153. TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 3, 1751. 



fTuria Remi sequltur fortunam, ut semper, et odit 
Damnatos. 

JUV. 

■ 

The fickle crowd with fortune comes and goes ; 
Wealth still finds followers, and misfortune foes. 



To the RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

There are occasions on which all apology is rudeness. 
He that has an unwelcome message to deliver, may 
give some proof of tenderness and delicacy, by a cere- 
monial introduction and gradual discovery, because 
the mind upon which the weight of sorrow is to fall, 
gains time for the collection of its powers j but no- 
thing is more absurd than to delay the communication 
of pleasure, to torment curiosity by impatience, and to 
delude hope by anticipation. 

I shall therefore forbear the arts by which corre- 
spondents generally secure admission, for I have too 
long remarked the power of vanity, to doubt tjiat I 
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shall be read by you with a disposition to approve^ 
when I declare that my narrative has no other tendency 
than to illustrate and corroborate your own observa- 
tions. 

I was the second son of a gentleman, whose patri- 
mony had been wasted by a long succession of squan- 
derers, till he was unable to support any of his children, 
w^cept his heir, in the hereditary dignity of idleness. 
Being therefore obliged to employ that part of life in 
study which my progenitors had devoted to the hawk 
and hound, I was in my eighteenth year dispatched to 
the university, without any rural honours, i had 
never killed a single woodcock, nor partaken one tri- 
umph over a conquered fox. 

At the university I continued to enlarge my acqui- 
sitions with little envy of the noisy happiness which 
my elder brother had the fortune to enjoy, and having 
obtained my degree, retired to consider at leisure to 
what profession I should confine that application which 
had hitherto been dissipated in general knowledge. 
To deliberate upon a choice which custom and honour 
forbid to be retracted, is certainly reasonable, yet to 
let loose the attention equally to the advantages and 
inconveniencies of every employment is not without 
danger $ new motives are every moment operating on 
every side 5 and mechanicks have long ago discovered, 
that contrariety of equal attractions is equivalent to 
rest. 

While I was thus trifling in uncertainty, ati old ad- 
venturer, who had been once the intimate friend of 
my father, arrived from the Indus with a large for- 
tune; which he had so much harassed himself in 
obtaining, that sickness and infirmity left him no other 
desire than to die in his native country. His wealth 
easily procured him an invitation to pass his life with 
us, and being incapable of any amusement but conver- 
sation,, he necessarily became familiarised to me, whom 
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he found studious and doraestick. Pleased with an op- 
portunity of imparting my knowledge, and eager of 
any intelligence that might increase it, I delighted his 
curiosity with historical narratives and explications of 
nature, and gratified his vanity by inquiries after the 
products of distant countries, and the customs of their 
inhabitants. 

My brother saw how much I advanced in the favour 
of our guest, who being without heirs, was naturally 
expected to enrich the family of his friend, but neither 
attempted to alienate me, nor to ingratiate himself. 
He was indeed little qualified to solicit the affection 
of a traveller, for the remissness of his education had 
left him without any rule of action, but his present v 
humour. He often forsook the old gentleman in the 
midst of an adventure, because the horn sounded in 
the court-yard, and would have lost an opportunity, 
not only of knowing the history, but sharing the 
wealth of the mogul, for the trial of a new pointer, or 
the sight of a horse-race. 

It was therefore not long before our new friend de- 
clared his intention of bequeathing to me the profits 
of his commerce, as the only man in the family by 
whom he could expect them to be rationally e'njoyed. 
This distinction drew upon me the envy not only of 
my brother but my father. 

As no man is willing to believe that he suffers by his 
own fault, they imputed the preference which I had 
obtained to adulatory compliances or malignant ca- 
lumnies. To no purpose did I call upon my patron 
to attest my innocence, for who will believe what he 
wishes to be false ? In the heat of disappointment they 
forced their inmate by repeated insults to depart from 
the house, and I was soon, by the same treatment, 
obliged to follow him. 

He chose his residence in the confines of London, 
where rest, tranquillity, and medicine, restored him to 

22 
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part of the health which he had lost I pleased myself 
with perceiving that I was not likely, to obtain an im- 
mediate possession of wealth which no labour of mine 
had contributed to acquire; and that he, who had thus 
distinguished me, might hope tp end his Ijfe without 
a total frustration of thpse blessings, which, whatever 
be their real value, he had sought with so much dili- 
gence, and purchased with so many vicissitudes of 
danger and fatigue. 

He indeed left me no reason to repine at his recovery, 
for he was willing to accustom me early to the use of 
money, and set apart for my expences such a revenue 
as I had scarcely dared to image. I can yet congra- 
tulate myself that fortune has seen her golden cup 
opce tasted without inebriation. Neither my modesty 
nor prudence were overwhelmed by affluence; my 
elevation was without insolence, and my expence with- 
out profusion. Employing the influence which money 
always confers to the improvement of my understand- 
ing, I mingled in parties of gaiety, and in conferences 
of learning, appeared in every place where instruction 
was to be found, and imagined that by ranging through, 
all the diversities of life, 1 had acquainted myself fully 
with human nature, and learned all that was to be 
known of the ways of men. 

It happened, however, that I soon discovered how; 
much was wanted to the completion of my knowledge, 
and found that, according to Stneca's remark, I hac\ 
hitherto seen the world but on one side. My patron's 
confidence in his increase of strength tempted him to 
carelessness and irregularity ; be caught a fever by 
riding in the rain, of which he died delirious on the 
third day I buried hirn without any of the heir's 
affected grief or secret exultation ', then preparing to 
take a legal possession of his fortune, opened his closet, 
where 1 iound a will, made at his first arrival, by 
which my father was appointed the chief inheritor^ 
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and nothing was left me but a legacy sufficient to 
support me in the prosecution of my studies. 

I had not yet found such charms in prosperity as to 
Continue it by any acts of forgery or injustice, and 
made haste to inform my father of the riches which 
had been given him, not by the preference of kindness, 
but by the delays of indolence and cowardice of age. 
The hungry family flew like vultures on their prey, 
and soon made my disappointment publick by the tu- 
mult of their claims and the splendor of their sorrow. 

It was now my part to consider how I should repair 
the disappointment. I could not but triumph in my 
long list of friends, which comprised almost every name 
that power or knowledge intitled to eminence, and in 
the prospect of the innumerable roads to honour and 
preferment, which I had laid open to myself by th§ 
wise use of temporary riches. I believed nothing 
necessary but that I should continue that acquaintance ' 
to which I had been so readily admitted, and which 
had hitherto been cultivated on both sides with equal 
ardour. 

Full of these expectations, I one morning ordered a 
chair, with an intention to make my usual circle of 
morning visits. Where I first stopped I saw two 
footmen lolling at the door, who told me, without any 
change of posture, or collection of countenance, that 
their master was at home ; and suffered me to open 
the inner door without assistance. I found my friend 
standing, and as I was tattling with my former free- 
dom, was formally intreated to sit down j but did not 
stay to be favoured with any further condescensions. 

My next experiment was made at the levee of a 
statesman, who received me with an embrace of ten- 
derness, that he might with more decency publish my 
change of fortune to the sycophants about him. After 
he had enjoyed the triumph of condolence, he turned 
to a wealthy stockjobber, and left me exposed to the 

Z 3 
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scorn of those who had lately courted my notice, and 
solicited my interest. 

I was then set down at the door of another, who, 
upon my entrance, advised me with great solemnity to 
think of some settled provision for life. I left him, 
and hurried away to an old friend, who professed him- 
self unsusceptible of any impressions from prosperity 
or misfortune, and begged that he might see me when 
he was more at leisure. 

Of sixty-seven doors at which I knocked in the first 
week after my appearance in a mourning dress, I was 
denied admission at forty-six; was suffered at fourteen 
to wait in the outer room till business was dispatched ; 
at four was entertained with a few questions about the 
weather; at one heard the footman rated for bringing 
my name ; and at two was informed, in the flow of 
casual conversation, how much a man of rank degrades 
himself by mean company. 

My curiosity now led me to try what reception I 
should find among the ladies ; but I found that my 
patron had carried all my powers of pleasing to the 
grave. I had formerly been celebrated as a wit, 
and not perceiving any languor in my imagination, 
I essayed to revive that gaiety which iiad hitherto 
broken out involuntarily before my sentences were 
finished. My remarks were now beard with a steady 
countenance, and if a girl happened to give way to 
habitual merriment, her forwardness was repressed 
with a frown by her mother or her aunt. 

Wherever 1 come, I scatter infirmity and disease; 
every lady whom I meet in the Mall is too weary to 
walk ; all whom I intreat to sing are troubled with 
colds : if I propose cards, they are afflicted with the 
head-ach ; if I invite them to the gardens, they can- 
not bear a crowd. 

All this might be endured; but there is a class of 
inoitals who think my understanding impaired witfy 
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rny fortune, exalt themselves to the dignity of advice, 
and whenever we happen to meet, presume to prescribe 
my conduct, regulate my economy, and direct my 
pursuits. Another race, equally impertinent and 
equally despicable, are every moment recommending 
to me an attention to my interest, and think them- 
selves entided, by their superior prudence, to reproach 
me if I speak or move without regard to profit. 

Such, # Mr. Rambler, is the power of wealth, that 
it commands the ear of greatness and the eye of beau- 
ty, gives spirit to the dull and authority to the timo- 
rous, and leaves him from whom it departs, without 
virtue and without understanding, the sporj of caprice> 
the scoff of insolence, the slave of meanness, and th$ 
pupil of ignorance. 

J am, 8fc. 



N° 154. SATURDAY, SEPT. 7, 175 J. 



■ Tibi res antiqtue Imudls et artis ' 
Aggredior, sanctos ausus recludere fontts* 



VIRG. 



For thee my tuneful accents will I raise, 
And treat of arts disci os'd in ancient days; 
Once more unlock for thee the sacred spring. 

DRYDIN. 

The direction of Aristotle to those that study politicks, 
is, first to examine and understand what has been 
written by the ancients upon government ; then to 
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cast their eyes round upon the world, and consider by 
what causes the prosperity of communities is visibly 
influenced, and why soms are worse, and others bettei 
administered. 

The same method must be pursued by him who 
hopes to become eminent in any other part of know- 
ledge. The first task is to search books, the next to 
contemplate nature. He must first possess himself of 
the intellectual treasures which the diligence of former 
ages has accumulated, and then endeavour to increase 
them, by his own collections. 

The mental disease of the present generation, is im- 
patience of study, contempt of the great masters of 
ancient wisdom, and a disposition to rely wholly upon 
unassisted genius and natural sagacity. The wits of 
these happy days have discovered a way to fame, which 
the dull caution of our laborious ancestors durst never 
attempt j they cut the knots of sophistry, which itwa* 
formerly the business of years to untie,solve difficulties 
by sudden irradiations of intelligence, and comprehend 
long processes of argument by immediate intuition. 

Men who have flattered themselves into this opinion 
of their own abilities, look down on all who waste 
their lives over books, as a race of inferior beings 
condemned by nature to perpetual pupillage, and 
fruitlessly endeavouring to remedy their barrenuess by 
incessant cultivation, or succour their feebleness by 
subsidiary strength. They presume that none would 
be more industrious than they, if they were not more 
sensible of deficiencies ; and readily conclude, that he 
who places no confidence in his own powers, owes his 
modesty only to his weakness. 

It is however certain, that no estimate is more in 
danger of erroneous calculations than those by which 
a man computes the force of his own genius. It ge- 
nerally happens at our entrance into the world, that 
by the natural attraction of similitude, we associatt 
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with men like ourselves, young, sprightly, and igno- 
rant, and rate our accomplishments by comparison 
with theirs ; when we have once obtained an acknow- 
ledged superiority over our acquaintances, imagination, 
and desire easily extend it over the rest of mankind, 
and if no accident forces us into new emulations, we 
grow old, and die in admiration of ourselves. 

Vanity, thus confirmed in her dominion, readily lis- 
tens to the voice of idleness, and sooths the slumber of 
life with continual dreams of excellence and greatness. . 
A man elated by confidence in his natural vigour of, 
fancy and sagacity of conjecture, soon concludes that 
he already possesses whatever toil and inquiry can 
confer. He then listens with eagerness to the wild 
objections which folly has raised against the common 
means of improvement; talks of the dark chaos of 
indigested knowledge j describes the mischievous ef-v 
fects of heterogeneous sciences fermenting in the mind; 
relates the blunders of lettered ignorance; expatiates, 
on the heroick merit of those who deviate from pre- 
scription, or shake off authority 3 and gives vent to the 
inflations of his heart by declaring that he owes no- 
thing to pedants and universities. 

All these pretensions, however confident, are very 
often vain. The laurels which superficial acuteness. 
gains in triumphs over ignorance unsupported by viva- 
city, are observed by Locke to be lost, whenever real 
learning and rational diligence appear against her; 
the sallies of gaiety are soon repressed by calm confi- 
dence; and the artifices of subtilty are readily detected 
by those who, having carefully studied the question, 

1 not easily confounded or surprised. 

But though the contemner of books had neither 
been deceived by others nor himself, and was really 
born with a genius surpassing the ordinary abilities of 
mankind; yet surely such gifts of Providence may be 
more properly urged as incitements to labour^ than^ 
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encouragements to negligence. He that neglects the 
culture of ground naturally fertile, is more shamefully 
culpable than he whose field would scarcely recompense 
his husbandry. 

Cicer o remarks, that not to know what has been 
transacted in former times, is to continue always a 
child. If no use is made of the labours of past ages, 
the world must remain always in the infancy of know- 
ledge. The discoveries of every man must terminate 
in his own advantage, and the studies of every age be 
employed on questions which the past generation had 
discussed and determined. We may with as little 
reproach borrow science as manufactures from our 
ancestors ; and it is as rational to live in caves till our 
own hands have erected a palace, as to reject all know- 
ledge of architecture, which our understandings will 
not supply. 

To the strongest and quickest mind it is far easier 
to learn than to invent. The principles of arithmetick 
and geometry may be comprehended by a close atten- 
tion in a few days $ yet who can flatter himself that 
the study of a long life would have enabled him to 
discover them, when he sees them yet unknown to so 
many nations, whom he cannot suppose less liberally 
endowed with natural reason, than the Grecians ot 
Egyptians i 

Every science was thus far advanced towards per- 
fection, by the emulous diligence of contemporary 
students, and the gradual discoveries of one age im- 
proving on another. Sometimes unexpected Hashes 
of instruction were struck out by the fortuitous colli- 
sion of happy incidents, or an involuntary concurrence 
of ideas, in which the philosopher to whom they hap- 
pened had no other merit than that of knowing their 
value, and transmitting, unclouded, to posterity, that 
light which had been kindled by causes out of his 
power. The happiness ot these casual illuminations 
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do man can promise to himself, because no endeavours 
can procure them; and therefore, whatever be our 
abilities or application, we must submit to learn from 
others what perhaps would have lain hid for eyer from 
human penetration, had not some remote inquiry 
brought it to view ; as treasures are thrown up by the 
ploughman and the digger in the rude exercise of their 
common occupations. 

The man whose genius qualifies him for great un- 
dertakings, must at least be content to learn from books 
die present state of human knowledge $ that he may 
hot ascribe to himself the invention of arts generally 
known ; weary his attention with experiments of 
which the event has been long registered j and waste, 
in attempts which have already succeeded or miscar- 
ried, that time which might have been spent with use- 
fulness and honour upon new undertakings. 

But though the study of books is necessary, it is not 
Sufficient to constitute literary eminence. He that 
wishes to be counted among the benefactors of poste- 
rity, must add by his own toil to the. .acquisitions of 
his ancestors, and secure his memory from neglect by 
some valuable improvement. This can only be effected 
by looking out upon the wastes of the intellectual 
world, and extending the power of learning over re- 
gions yet undisciplined and barbarous.^ or by survey- 
ing more exactly her ancient dominions, and driving 
ignorance from the fortresses and retreats where she 
skulks undetected and undisturbed. Every science 
has its difficulties which yet call for solution before we 
attempt new systems of knowledge j as every country 
has its forests and marshes, which it would be wise to 
cultivate and drain, before distant colonies are pro- 
jected as a necessary discharge of the exuberance of 
inhabitants. 

No man ever yet became great by imitation. What- 
ever hopes for ths veneration of mankind must have 
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invention in the design or- the execution ; either the 
effect must itself be new, or the means by which it is 
produced. Either truths hitherto unknown must be 
discovered, or those which are already known enforced 
by stronger evidence, facilitated by clearer method, or 
elucidated by brighter illustrations. 

Fame cannot spread wide or endure long that is not 
rooted in nature, and manured by art. That which 
hopes to resist the blast of malignity, and stan4 firm 
against the attacks of time, must contain in itself some 
original principle of growth. The reputation which 
arises from the detail or transposition of borrowed 
sentiments, may spread for a while, like ivy on the 
rind of antiquity, but will be torn away by accident 
or contempt, and suffered to rot unheeded on the 
ground. 
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• < Sterile* transmisimus §nnos % 

Hac avi mibi prima dies, bac limina vite* 

•TAT. 



—•Our barren years are past ; 

Be this of life the first, of sloth the last. 



klfhxn4tox. 



No weakness of the human mind has more frequently 
incurred animadversion, than the negligence with 
which men overlook their own faults, however fla- 
grant, and the easiness with which they pardon them* 
however frequently repeated. 



H° 155. THE RAMBLER. 205 

It seems generally believed, that, as the eye cannot 
see itself, the mind has no faculties by which it can 
contemplate its own state, and that therefore we have 
not means of becoming acquainted with our real cha- 
racters; an opinion which, like innumerable other 
postulates, an inquirer finds himself inclined to admit 
upon very little evidence, because it affords a ready 
solution of many difficulties. It will explain why the 
greatest abilities frequently fail to promote the hap- 
piness of those who possess them; why those who 
can distinguish with the utmost nicety the boundaries 
of vice and virtue, suffer them to be confounded in 
their own conduct ; why the active and vigilant resign 
their affairs implicitly to the management of others > 
and why the cautious and fearful make hourly ap« 
proaches towards ruin, without one sigh of solicitude 
or struggle for escape. 

When a position teems thus with commodious con* 
sequences, who can without regret confess it to be 
false ? Yet it is certain that declaimers have indulged 
a disposition to describe the dominion of the passions 
as extended beyond the limits that nature assigned. 
Self love is often rather arrogant than blind ; it does 
not hide our faults from ourselves, but persuades us 
that they escape the notice of others, and disposes us 
to resent censures lest we should confess them to be 
just. We are secretly conscious of defects and vices 
which we hope to conceal from the publick eye, and 
please ourselves with innumerable impostures, by 
which, in reality, nobody is deceived. 

In proof of the dimness of our internal sight, or the 
general inability of man to determine rightly concern- 
ing his own character, it is common to urge the suc- 
cess of the most absurd and incredible flattery, and tbe 
resentment always raised by advice, however soft* 
benevolent, and reasonable. But flattery, if its ope- 
ration be nearly examined, will be found to owe its 

vol. xxi. A A 
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acceptance, not to our ignorance but knowledge of bur 
failures, and to delight us rather as it consoles our 
wants than displays our possessions. He that shall 
solicit the favour of his patron by praising him for 
qualities which he can find in himself, will be defeated 
by the more daring panegyrist who enriches him with 
adscititious excellence.. Just praise is only a debt, 
but flattery is a present. The acknowledgment of 
those virtues on which conscience congratulates us, is 
a tribute that we can at any time exact with confidence; 
but the celebration of those which we only feign, or 
desire without any vigorous endeavours to attain them, 
is received as a confession of sovereignty over regions 
never conquered, as a favourable decision of dispu- 
table claims, and is more welcome as it is more gra- 
tuitous. 

Advice is offensive, not because it lays us open to 
unexpected regret, or 'Convicts us of any fault which 
had escaped our notice, but because it shews us that 
we are known to others as well as to ourselves; and 
the officious monitor is persecuted with hatred, not 
because his accusation is false, but because he assumes 
that superiority which we are not willing to grant him, 
and has dared to detect what we desired to conceal* 

For this reason advice is commonly ineffectual, ft 
those who follow the call of their desires, without in- 
quiry whither they are going, had deviated ignoraotiy 
from the paths of wisdom, and were rushing upon 
dangers unforeseen, they would readily listen to in- 
formation that recals them from their errors, and 
catch the first alarm by which destruction or infamy 
is denounced. Few that wander in the wrong way 
mistake it for the right, they only find it more smooth 
and flowery, and indulge their own choice rather than 
approve it: therefore tew are persuaded to quit it by 
admonition or reproof, since it impresses no new con- 
viction, nor confers any powers of action or resistance. 
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He that is gravely informed how soon profusion will 
annihilate his fortune, hears with J ittle advantage what 
he knew before, and catches at thcHjIptt occasion of 
expence, because advice has no forcelto suppress his 
vanity. He that is told how certainly intemperance 
will hurry him to the grave, runs with his usual speed 
to a new course of luxury, because his reason is not 
invigorated, nor bis appetite weakened. 

The mischief of flattery is, not that it persuades any 
man that he is what he is not, but that it suppresses 
the influence of honest ambition, by raising an opinion 
that honour may be gained without the toil of meritf* 
and the benefit of advice arises commonly, not from 
any new light imparted to the mind, but from the 
discovery which it affords of the publick suffrages. Ha 
that could withstand conscience is frighted at infamy* 
and shame prevails when reason is defeated. 

As we all know our own faults, and know them 
commonly with many aggravations which human per* 
spicacity cannot discover, there is> perhaps, - no man; 
however hardened by impudence or dissipated by le- 
vity, sheltered by hypocrisy or blasted by disgrace* 
who does not intend sometime to review his conduct* 
and to regulate the remainder of his life by the laws 
of virtue. New temptations indeed attack him, new 
invitations are offered by {Measure and interest, and the 
hour of reformation is always delayed $. every delay 
gives vice another opportunity of fortifying itself by 
habit; and the change of manners, though sincerely 
intended and rationally planned, is referred to the time 
when some craving passion shall be fully gratified, of 
tome powerful allurement cease its importunity. 
. Thus procrastination is accumulated on procrasti- 
nation, and one impediment succeeds another, till age 
shatters our resolution, or death intercepts the project 
pf amendment. Such is often the end of salutary 
purposes, after they have long delighted the imagina- 

AA2 
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tion, and appeased that disquiet which every mind 
feels from known misconduct, when the attention is 
Hot diverted by business or by pleasure. 

Nothing surely can be more unworthy of a reasona- 
ble nature, than to continue in a state so opposite to 
real happiness, as that all the peace of solitude, and 
felicity of meditation, must arise from resolutions of 
forsaking it. Yet the world will often afford examples 
of men, who pass months and years in a continual war 
with their own convictions, and are daily dragged by 
habit, or betrayed by passion, into practices which 
they closed and opened their eyes with purposes to 
avoid; purposes which, though settled on conviction, 
the first impulse of momentary desire totally over- 
throws. 

The influence of custom is indeed such, that to 
conquer it will require the utmost efforts of fortitude 
and virtue; nor can I think any man more worthy of 
veneration and renown, than those who have burst the 
♦shackles of habitual vice. This victory however has 
different degrees of glory as of difficulty; it is more 
heroick as the objects of guilty gratification are more 
familiar, and the recurrence of solicitation more fre- 
quent. He that from experience of the folly of am- 
bition resigns his offices, may set himself free at once 
from temptation to squander his life in courts, because 
he cannot regain his former station. He who is en- 
slaved by an amorous passion, may quit his tyrant in 
disgust, and absence will, without the help of reason, 
overcome by degrees the desire of returning. But 
those appetites to which every place affords their pro- 
per object, and which require no preparatory measures 
or gradual advances, are more tenaciously adhesive; 
the wish is so near the enjoyment, that compliance 
often precedes consideration, and before the powers of 
reason can be summoned, the time for employing 
them is past. 
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Indolence i* therefore one of the vices f.om which 
those whom it once infects are seldom reformed. Every 
ether species of luxury operates upon some appetite 
that is quickly satiated, and requires some concurrence 
of art or accident which every place will not supply 5 
but the desire of ease acts equally at all hours, and the 
longer it is indulged is the more increased. To do 
nothing is in every man's power 5 we can never want 
an opportunity of omitting duties. The lapse to in* 
dolence is soft and imperceptible, because it is only a 
mere cessation of activity 5 but the return to dillgen 
is difficult, because it implies a change from rest 
motion, from privation to reality. 

Fact/ is descensus averni: , 

Nodes at que dies patet atrijanua ditis; 
Sed revocare gradum, su per as que evader •£ ad auras, 
Hoc opuiy hie labor est* 



1 



YIRG* 



The gates of Hell are open night and day; 
Smooth the descent, and easy 4s the way; 
But to return, and view the cheerful skies, 
In this the task and mighty labour lies* 



BftTDK*. 



Of this vice, as of all others, every man .who in- 
dulges it is conscious; we all know ouivowi* state? if 
we could oe induced to consider it; and &fl?tgto per- 
haps be useful to the conquest of all weMtottiarers of 
the mind, if at certain stated davs life whs reviewed. 
Many things necessary are omitted, because we vainly 
imagine that they may be always, performed; .and 
what cannot be done without pain will for ever be 
delayed, if the time of doing it be left unsettled. No 
corruption is great but by long negligence, which can 
scarcely prevail in a mind regula ly and frequently 
awakened by periodical remorse. He that thus breaks 
bis life into parts, will find in himself & desire te-dis* 

a A3 
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tinguish every stage of his existence by some improve* 
meat, and delight himself with the approach of the 
day of recollection, as of the time which is to begin a 
new series of virtue and felicity. 
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Niinquam aliud natura, aliud sapientla dicit. 

JUT* . 

For Wisdom ever echoes Nature's voice. 

Every government, say the politicians, is perpetually 
degenerating towards corruption, from which it must 
be rescued at certain periods by the resuscitation of its 
first principles, and there-establishment of its original 
constitution. Every animal body, according to the 
methodick physicians, is, by the predominance of 
some exuberant quality, continually declining towards 
disease and death, which must be obviated by a sea- 
sonable reduction of the peccant humour to the just 
equipoise which health requires. 

In the same manner the studies of mankind, all at 
least which, not being subject to rigorous demonstra- 
tion, admit the influence of fancy and caprice, are 
perpetually tending to error and confusion. Of the 
great principles of truth which the first speculatists 
discovered, the simplicity is embarrassed by ambitious 
additions, or the evidence obscured by inaccurate ar- 
gumentation ; and as they descend from one succession 
of writers to another, like light transmitted from room 
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tb room, they lose their strength and splendor, and 
fade at last in total evanescence. 

The systems of learning therefore must be some- 
times reviewed, complications analysed into principles, % 
and knowledge disentangled from opinion. It is not 
always possible, without a close inspection, to separate 
the genuine shoots of consequential reasoning, which 
grow out of some radical postulate, from the branches 
which art has engrafted on it. The accidental pre* 
scriptions of authority, when time has procured them 
veneration, are often confounded with the laws of na- 
ture, and those rules are supposed coeval with reaatiMk 
of which the first rise cannot be discovered. JF 

Criticism has sometimes permitted fancy to dictate 
the laws by which fancy ought to be restrained, and 
fallacy to perplex the principles by which fallacy is to 
be detected; her superintendence of others has betrayed' 
her to negligence of herself; and, like the ancient 
Scythians, by extending her conquests over distant 
regions, she has left her throne vacant to her slaves. 

Among the laws of which the desire of extending 
authority, or ardour of promoting knowledge, has 
prompted the prescription, all which writers have 
received, had not the same original right to jour- regard* 
Some are to be considered as fundamental and indis- 
pensable, others only as useful and convenient; some 
as dictated by reason and necessity, others as enacted 
by despotick antiquity ; some as invincibly supported 
by their conformity to the order of nature and opera- 
tions of the intellect ; others as formed by accident, . 
or instituted by example, and therefore always liable 
to dispute and alteration. J 

That many rules have been advanced without con- 
sulting nature or reason, we cannot but suspect, when 
we find it peremptorily decreed by the ancient masters, 
that only three speaking personages should appear at 
ence vpon the stage; a law which, as the variety and 
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intricacy of modern plays has made it impossible to be 
observed, we now violate without scruple, and, as ex- 
perience proves, without inconvenience. 

The original of this precept was merely accidental. 
Tragedy was a monody or solitary song in honour of 
Bacchus, improved afterwards into a dialogue by the 
addition of another speaker; but the ancients remem- 
bering that the tragedy was at first pronounced only by 
one, durst not for some time venture beyond two; at 
last, when custom and impunity had made them dar- 
ing, they extended their liberty to the admission of 
three, but restrained themselves by a critical edict 
from further exorbitance. 

By what accident the number of acts was limited to 
five, I know not that any author has informed us j but 
certainly it is not determined by any necessity arising 
either from the nature of action or propriety of exhi- 
bition. An act is only the representation of such a 
part of the business of the play as proceeds in an un- 
broken tenor, or without any intermediate pause. No- 
thing is more evident than that of every real, and by 
consequence of every dramatick action, the intervals 
may be more or fewer than five ; and indeed the rule 
is upon the English stage every day broken in effect, 
without any other mischief than that which arises 
from an absurd endeavour to observe it in appearance. 
Whenever the scene is shifted the act ceases, since 
some time is necessarily supposed to elapse while the 
personages of the drama change their place. 

With no greater right to our obedience have the 
criticks confined the dramatick action to a certain num- 
ber of hours. Probability requires that the time of 
action should approach somewhat nearly to that of 
exhibition, and those plays will always be thought 
most happily conducted which crowd the greatest va- 
riety into the least space. But since it will frequently 
happen that some delusion must be admitted., 1 know 
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Hot where the limits of imagination can be fixed. If 
is rarely observed that minds, not prepossessed by 
mechanical criticism, feel any offence from the exten- 
sion of the intervals between the acts ; nor can I con-' 
ceive it absurd or impossible, that he who can multiply 
three hours into twelve or twenty-four, might image 
with equal ease a greater number, 

I know not whether he that professes to regard no 
other laws than those of nature, will not be inclined to 
receive tragi -comedy to his protection, whom, how- 
ever generally condemned, her own laurels have Mr 
therto shaded from the fulminations of criticism. fEf* 
what is there in the mingled drama which impartial 
reason can condemn ? The connection of important 
with trivial incidents, since it is not only common but 
perpetual in the world, may surely be allowed upon 
the stage, which pretends only to be the mirror of life f 
The impropriety of suppressing passions before we 
have raised them to the intended agitation, and .of 
diverting the expectation from an event which we 
keep suspended only to raise it, may be speciously 
urged. But will not experience shew this objection to 
be rather subtle than just ? Is it not certain that the? 
tragick and comick affections have been moved alter- 
nately with equal force, and that no plays have oftener 
filled the eye with tears, and the breast with palpitation; 
than those which are variegated with interludes of 
mirth ? 

I do not however think it safe to judge of works of 
genius merely by the event. The resistless vicissi- 
tudes of the heart, this alternate prevalence of merri- 
ment and solemnity, may sometimes be more properly 
ascribed to the vigour of the writer than the justness 
of the design : and instead of vindicating tragi-comedy 
by the success of Shakspcare, we ought perhaps to pat 
new honours to that transcendent and unbounded ge* 
nius that could preside over die passions in sport > who\ 
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to actuate the affections, needed not the slow gradation 
of common means, but could fill the heart with in- 
stantaneous jollity or sorrow, and vary our disposition 
as he changed his scenes. Perhaps the effects even of 
S/iakspearc's poetry might have been yet greater, had 
he not counteracted himself; and we might have been 
more interested in the distresses of his heroes, had we 
not been so frequently diverted by the jokes of his 
buffoons. 

There are other rules more fixed and obligatory. It 
is necessary that of every play the chief action should 
be single $ for since a play represents some transaction, 
through its regular maturation to its final event, two 
actions equally important must evidently constitute 
two plays. 

As the design of tragedy is to instruct by moving 
the passions, it must always have a hero, a personage 
apparently and incontestably superior to the rest, upon 
whom the attention may be fixed and the anxiety 
suspended. For though of two persons opposing each 
other with equal abilities and equal virtue, the auditor 
will inevitably in time choose his favourite, yet as that 
choice must be without any cogency of conviction; the 
hopes or fears which it raises will be faint and lan- 
guid. Of two heroes acting in confederacy against a 
common enemy, the virtues or dangers will give little 
emotion, because each claims our concern with the 
same right, and the heart lies at rest between equal 
motives. 

It ought to be the first endeavour of a writer to dis- 
tinguish nature from custom 5 or that which is esta- 
blished because it is right, from that which is right 
only because it is established; that he may neither 
violate essential principles by a desire of novelty, nor 
debar himself from the attainment of beauties within 
his view, by a needless fear of breaking rules which no 
literary dictator had authority to enact. 
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Of di$wg 

Yvyttrtti % jJ &>£gaj fxtya omrai ffi wiwicrw. 

HOM. 

Shame greatly hurts or greatly helps mankind, 

elphinstoju- * 

To Me RAMBLER. 

SIR, 

Though one of your correspondents has presumed t<* 1 
teention with some contempt that presence of atten- 
tion and easiness of address, which the polite have 
long agreed to celebrate and esteem, yet I cannot be 
persuaded to think them unworthy of regard or cul- 
tivation ; but am inclined to believe, that, as we seldom 
*alue rightly what we have never known the misery 
of wanting, his judgment has been vitiated by hid 
happiness; and that a natural exuberance of assurance 
has hindered him from discovering its excellence 
end use. 

1 his felicity, whether bestowed by constitution, or 
obtained by early habitudes, I .^an scarcely contem- 
plate without envy. I was bred under a man of 
learning in the country, who inculcated nothing but 
the dignity of knowledge and the happiness of virtue. 
By frequency of admonition and confidence of asset** 
tion, he prevailed upon me to believe, that the splen- 
dor of literature would always attract reverence, 
*f not darkened by corruption. I therefore pursued 
my studies with incessant industry, and avoided everjf 
thing which 1 had been taught to consider either at 
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vicious or tending to vice, because I regarded guilt and 
reproach as inseparably united, and thought a tainted 
reputation the greatest calamity. 

At the university, I found no reason for changing 
my opinion ; for though many among my fellow- 
students took the opportunity of a more remiss dis- 
cipline to gratify their passions, yet virtue preserved 
her natural superiority, and those who ventured to 
neglect, were not suffered to insult her. The am- 
bition of petty accomplishments found its way into 
the receptacles of learning, but was observed to seize 
commonly on those who either neglected the sciences 
EV could not attain them ; and I was therefore con- 
firmed in the doctrines of my old master, and thought 
nothing worthy of my care but the means of gaining 
or imparting knowledge. 

This purity of manners, and intenseness of appli- 
cation, soon extended my renown, and I was ap* 
plauded by those, whose opinion I then thought un- 
likely to deceive me, as a young man that gave 
uncommon hopes of future eminence. My perform- 
ances in time reached my native province, and my 
relations congratulated themselves upon the new ho- 
nours that were added to their family. 

I returned home covered with academical laurels, 
and fraught with criticism and philosophy. The wit 
and the scholar excited curiosity, and my acquaintance 
was solicited by innumerable invitations. To please 
will always be the wish of benevolence, to be admired 
must be the constant aim of ambition; and I there- 
fore considered myself as about to receive the reward 
of my honest labours, and to find the efficacy of 
learning and of virtue. 

The third day after my arrival I dined at the house 
of a gentleman who had summoned a multitude of 
his friends to the annual celebration of his wedding- 
day. I set forward with great exultation, and thought 
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myself happy that I had an opportunity of displaying 
ray knowledge to so numerous an assembly. I felt 
no sense of my own insufficiency, till going up stairs 
to the dining-room, I heard the mingled roar of ob- 
streperous merriment. I was however disgusted rather 
than terrified, and went forward without dejection. 
The Whole company rose at ray entrance; but when I 
saw so many eyes fixed at once upon me, I was blasted 
with a sudden imbecility ; I was quelled by some 
nameless power which I found impossible to be re- 
sisted. My sight was dazzled, my cheeks glowed, my 
perceptions were confounded ; I was harassed by the 
multitude of eager salutations, and returned the com- 
mon civilities with hesitation and impropriety $ the 
sense of my own blunders increased my confusion, and 
before the exchange of ceremonies allowed me to 
sit down, I was ready to sink under the oppression 
of surprise; my voice grew weak, and my knees 
trembled. 

The assembly then resumed their places, and I sat 
with my eyes fixed upon the ground./ L npo the ques- 
tions of curiosity, or the appeals of cfopplaisance, I 
could seldom answer but with negative monosyllables, 
or professions of ignorance j for the subjects on which 
they conversed, were such as are seldom discussed in 
books, and were therefore out of my range of know- 
ledge. At length an old clergyman, who rightly con- 
jectured the reason of my conciseness, relieved me by 
some questions about the present state of natural 
knowledge, and engaged me, by an appearance of 
doubt and opposition, in the explication and defence 
of the Newtonian philosophy. 

The consciousness of my own abilities roused me 
from depression, and long familiarity with my subject 
enabled me to discourse with ease and volubility; but 
however I might please myself, I found very little 
added by my demonstrations to the satisfaction of the 

VOL. XXI. B B 
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company 5 and 4 my antagonist, who knew the law9 of 
conversation too well to detain their attention long 
upon an un pleasing topick, after he had commended 
my acuteness and comprehension, dismissed the con- 
troversy, and resigned me to my former insignificance 
and perplexity. 

After dinner, I received from the ladies, who had 
heard that I was a wit, an invitation to the tea-table. 
I congratulated myself upon an opportunity to escape 
from the company, whose gaiety began to be tumul- 
tuous, and among whom several hints had been drop- 
ped of the uselessness of universities, the folly of 
book-learning, and the awkwardness of scholars. To 
the ladies therefore I flew, as to a refuge from cla- 
mour, insult, and rusticity 5 but found my heart sink 
as I approached their apartment, and was again dis- 
concerted by the ceremonies of entrance, and con- 
founded by the necessity of encountering so many 
eyes at once. 

When I sat down I considered that something pretty 
was always said to ladies, and resolved to recover my 
credit by some elegant observation or graceful com- 
pliment. I applied myself to the recollection of all 
that I had read or heard in praise of beauty, and en- 
deavoured to accommodate some classical compliment 
to the present occasion. I sunk into profound medi- 
tation, revolved the characters of the heroines of old, 
considered whatever the poets have sung in their praise, 
and after having borrowed and invented, chosen and 
rejected a thousand sentiments, which, if I had uttered 
them, would not have been understood, I was awaken- 
ed from my dream of learned gallantry, by the servant 
who distributed the tea. 

There are not many situations more incessantly un- 
easy than that in which the man is placed who is 
watching an opportunity to speak, without courage to 
take it when it is offered, and who, though he resolves 
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to give a specimen of bis abilities, always finds some 
reason or other for delaying it to the next minute. I 
was ashamed of silence, yet could find nothing to say 
of elegance or importance equal to my wishes. The 
ladies, afraid of my learning, thought themselves not 
qualified to propose any subject of prattle to a man so 
famous for dispute, and there was nothing on either 
side but impatience and vexation. 

In this conflict of shame, as I was reassembling 
my scattered sentiments, and, resolving to Torce my 
imagination to some sprightly sally, had just. found 
a very happy compliment, by too much attention to 
my own meditations, I suffered the saucer to drop 
from my hand. The cup was broken, the lap-dog 
was scalded, a brocaded petticoat was stained, and the 
whole assembly was thrown into disorder. I now con- 
sidered all hopes of reputation as at an end, and while 
they were consoling and assisting one other, stole 
away in silence. 

The misadventures of this unhappy day are not yet 
at an end; I am afraid of meeting the meanest of 
them that triumphed over me in this state of stupidity 
and contempt, and feel the same terrors encroaching 
upon my heart at the sight of those who have onqe 
impressed them. Shame, above any other passion, 
propagates itself. Before those who have seen me 
confused, I can never appear without new confusion, 
and the remembrance of the weakness which I for* 
merly discovered, hinders me from acting or speaking 
with my natural force. 

But is this misery, Mr. Rambler, never to cease? 
Have I spent my life in study only to become the sport 
of the ignorant, and debarred myself from all the 
common enjoyments of youth to collect ideas which 
must sleep in silence, and form opinions which I must 
not divulge ? Inform me, deaf Sir, by what means J 
may rescue my faculties frpm these shackles of cow* 

B33 
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ardice, how I may rise to a level with my fellow- 
beings, recal myself from this languor of involuntary 
subjection to the free exertion of my intellects, and 
add to the power of reasoning the liberty of speech. 

I am, sir, Spc. 

VERECUNDULUS. 
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Crammatici ctrtant 9 et adbuc sub judiet lis at. 

BOB. 

— Criticks yet contend, 

And of their vain disputings find no end. 

F1ANCIS. 

Criticism, though dignified from the earliest age9 
by the labours of men eminent for knowledge and 
sagacity, and, since the revival of polite literature, 
the favourite study of European scholars, has 1 not yet 
attained the certainty and stability of science. The 
rules hitherto received, are seldom drawn from any 
settled principle or self-evident postulate, or adapted 
to the natural and invariable constitution of things; 
but will be found upon examination the arbitrary 
edicts of legislators, authorised only by themselves, 
who, out of various means by which the same end 
may be attained, selected such as happened to occur 
to their own reflection, and then, by a law which 
idleness and timidity were too willing to obey, pro- 
hibited new experiments of wit, restrained fancy 
from the indulgence of her innate inclination to hazard 
and adventure, and condemned all future flights of 
genius to pursue the paths of the Meoman eagle. 
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This authority may be more justly opposed, as- it is 
apparently derived from them whom they endeavour 
to control ; for we owe few of the rules of writing to 
the acuteness of criticks, who have generally no other 
merit than that, having read the works of great au- 
thors with attention, they have observed the arrange- 
ment of their matter, or the graces of their expression, 
and then expected honour and reverence, for precepts 
which they never could have invented: so that prac- 
tice has introduced rules, rather than rules Jiave di- 
rected practice. 

For this reason the laws of every species of writing 
have been settled by the ideas of him who first raised 
it to reputation, without inquiry whether his per- 
formances were not yet susceptible of improvement* 
The excellencies and faults of celebrated writers have 
been equally recommended to posterity; and so far 
has blind reverence prevailed, tha^even the number 
of their books has been thought worthy of imitation. 

The imagination of the first authors of tyrick poetry 
was vehement and rapid, and their knowledge various 
and extensive. Living in an age' when science had 
been little cultivated, and when the minds of their 
auditors, not being accustomed to accurate inspection, 
were easily dazzled by glaring ideas, they applied 
themselves to instruct, rather by short sentences and 
striking thoughts, than by regular argumentation; and 
finding attention more successfully excited by sudden, 
sallies and unexpected exclamations, than by the more 
artful and placid beauties of methodical deduction, 
they loosed their genius to its own course, passed 
from one sentiment to another without expressing the 
intermediate ideas, and roved at large over the ideal 
world with such lightness and agility that their foot- 
steps are scarcely to be traced, 

From this accidental peculiarity of the ancient 
.writers, the cri ticks deduce the rules of iy rick poetry, 

BB3 
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which they have set free from all the laws by which 
other compositions are confined, and allow to neglect 
the niceties of transition, to start into remote, di- 
gressions, and to wander without restraint from one 
scene of imagery to another. 

A writer of later times has, by the vivacity of his 
essays, reconciled mankind to the same licentiousness 
in short dissertations ; and he therefore who wants 
skill to form a plan, or diligence to pursue it, needs 
only entitle his performance an essay, to acquire the 
right of heaping together the collections of half his 
life, without order, coherence, or propriety. 

In writing, as in life, faults are endured without 
disgust when they are associated with transcendent 
merit, and may be sometimes recommended to weak 
judgments by the lustre which they obtain from their 
union with excellence; but it is the business of those 
who presume to superintend the taste or morals of 
mankind, to separate delusive combinations, and 
distinguish that which may be praised from, that 
which can only be excused. As vices never promote 
happiness, though when overpowered by more active 
and more numerous virtues they cannot totally destroy 
it ; so confusion and irregularity produce no beauty, 
though they cannot always obstruct the brightness of 
genius and learning. To proceed from one truth to 
another, and connect distant propositions by regular 
consequences, is the great prerogative of man. In- 
dependent and unconnected sentiments flashing upon 
the mind in quick succession, may, for a time, de-r 
light by their novelty, but they differ from sys- 
tematical reasoning, as single notes from harmony, 
as glances of lightning from the radiance of the sun. 

When rules are thus drawn, rather from precedents 
than reason, there is danger not only from the faults 
of an author, but from the errors of those who 
criticise his works 5 since they may often mislead their 



%89 

of a poem, m f Vtter a nd e rtioe ^ d|S<m , are 

^ stb t- V T of P«"- adi,e L A unadorned, as any .of 
« first lines ot r • p i e , and unaa° feor ha 8 

«« perhaps as P^. 8 „Uich P^ a of Homer, and 
« ?be whole pc*m, n to ^ examp le ot 

.. conformed *»* .» „ ^ tnade by »tj 

« the precept ot a0T t0 have been wlt hout 
This observauon f m comfn0 n opmion, ^ 

J pVl clt adopt^ eptec ept^e^P foond ^ 

commended w> elevatlon ot m paying *» 

prottN se 

gancl es. ^j,rt* C b*r,h*m. 

* „m a c\oud of * m0 *t„cles to sight * 
Yl'Z* W* s Pf c,0U s S devout 

n f Homer be compa^ bte 
.dornedanddlu w , ic( ^*^ 



284 THE RAMBLER. K° 15§. 

IToXXa 5' oy Iv wcvtw wctBiv ciXyta ov x«1a 0i//Jtt7, 
*Apvuarv(2^ ^v 7f ^"y^w $ vos^v /f«tpw>* 
AXX* oijy w; sV.ctff Ipfvoralo ily.No; Trtp* 
At/Tctv yao <T4>£7fgno"tv *tT«o - 0aXt»io , iV oXo>7o, 
N^nriot 6t xa7ra pou; Jtffi>iov(§^ >i«X»oio 
'Hff&ov* nvtao o TOtcriv a^ftXeT* yog-t(xo m f n^ctg, 
Twv &[j.o9(v yt t diet, 9uyart(> Ato;, uwe xai »j/>ut. 

The man, for wisdom's various arts renown'd, 
Long exercis'd in woes, O muse ! resound. 
Who, when his arms had wrought the destin'd fall 
Of sacred Troy, and raz'd her heav'n-built wall, 
Wand'ring from clime to clime observant stray *d, 
Their manners noted, and their states survey 'd. 
On stormy seas unnumber'd toils he bore, 
Safe with his friends to gain his natal shore : 
Vain toils ! their impious foUy dar'd to prey 
On herds devoted to the god of day : 
The god vindictive doom'd them never more 
(Ah, men unbless'd) to touch thatnatai shore. 
O snatch some portion of these acts from fate, 
Celestial muse ! and to our world relate. 

POPE. 

The first verses of the Iliad are in like mannr 
particularly splendid, and the proposition of the Ettcid 
closes with dignity and magnificence not often to e 
found even in the poetry of I'irgil. 

The intent of the introduction is to raise expecta- 
tion, and suspend it ; something therefore must be 
discovered, and something concealed ; and the poet, 
while the fertility of his invention is yet unknown, 
may properly recommend himself by the grace of his 
language. 

He that reveals too much, or promises too little j 
he that never irritates the intellectual appetite, or that 
immediately satiates it; equally defeats his own pur- 
pose. It is necessary to the pleasure of the reader, that 
the events should not be anticipated, and how then can 
his attention be invited but by grandeur of expression ? 
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The imbecility with which VertcairiulM complain* 
that the presence of a numerous as^cm'ily freez.es bis 
faculties, is particularly incident to the «adiotifl part of 
mankind, whose education necessarily iccludes thein 
in their earlier years from mingled converse, till at 
their dismission from schools and academies ihey 
plunge at once into the tumult of the world, and 
coming forth from the gloom of solitude are over- 
powered by the blazeot publick life. 

It is perhaps kindly provided by nature, that, as 
the featbers and strength of a bird ^row together, 
and her wings are not completed till she is able to fly, 
so some proportion should be preserved in the human 
kind between judgment and courage; the precipitation 
of inexperience is therefore restrained by shame, and 
we remain shackled by timidity, till we have learned 
to speak and act with propriety. 

J believe few cau review the days of their youth, 
without recolleeiirig temptations, which shame, rather 
than virtue, enabled them to resist; and opinions 
which, howevei erroneous in their principles and dan- 
gerous in their consequences, they have p.itited to ad- 
vance at the hazard of contempt and hatred, when 
they found themselves iiresisimly depressed by a 
languid anxiety, which seized Uiem at the moment of 
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utterance, and still gathered strength from their en- 
deavours to resist it. 

It generally happens that assurance keeps an even 
pace with ability, and the fear of miscarriage, which 
hinders our first attempts, is gradually dissipated as 
our skill advances towards certainty of success. That 
fcashfulness therefore which prevents disgrace, that 
short and temporary shame, which secures us from 
the danger of lasting reproach, cannot be properly 
counted among our misfortunes. 

Bashfulness, however it may incommode for a 
moment, scarcely ever produces evils of long con- 
tinuance j it may flush the cheek, flutter in the heart, 
deject the eyes, and enchain the tongue, but its mis- 
chiefs soon pass off without remembrance. It may 
sometimes exclude pleasure, but seldom opens any ave- 
nue to sorrow or remorse. It is observed somewhere, 
that feu have repented of having forborne to speak. 

To excite opposition, and enflame malevolence, U 
the unhappy privilege of courage made arrogant by 
consciousness of strength. No man finds in himself 
any inclination to attack or oppor.e him who confesses 
his superiority by blushing in his presence. Qualities 
exerted with apparent feariulness receive applause from 
every voice, and support from every hand. Diffidence 
may check resolution and obstruct performance, but 
compensates its embarrassments by more important ad- 
vantages 5 it conciliates the proud, and softens the se? 
vere, averts envy from excellence, and censure* from 
miscarriage. 

It may indeed happen that knowledge and virtus 
remain too long congealed by this frigorifick power, as 
the principles of \egetation are sometimes obstructed 
by lingering frosts. He that enters late into a publick 
station, though with all the abilities requisite to the 
discharge of his duty, will find his powers at first im- 
peded by a timidity which he himself knows to be 
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vicious, and must struggle long against dejection and 
reluctance, before he obtains the full command of hi9 
own attention, and adds the gracefulness of ease to 
the dignity of merit. 

For this disease of the mind I know not whether 
any remedies of much efficacy can be found. To 
advise a man unaccustomed to the eyes of multitudes 
to mount a tribunal without perturbation ; to tell him 
whose life has passed in the shades of contemplation, 
that he must not be disconcerted or perplexed in re- 
ceiving and returning the compliments of a splendid 
assembly; is to advise an inhabitant of Br as it or 
Sumatra not to shiver at an English winter, or him 
who has always lived upon a plain to look from a pre- 
cipice without emotion. It is to suppose custom in- 
stantaneously controllable by reason, and to endeavour 
to communicate by precepts that which only time and 
habit can bestow. 

He that hopes by philosophy and contemplation 
alone to fortify himself against that awe which all, at 
their first appearance on the stage of life, must feel 
from the spectators, will, at the hour of need, be 
mocked by his resolution ; and I doubt whether the 
preservatives which Plato relates Alcibiades to have 
received from Socrates, when he was about to speak in 
publick, proved sufficient to secure him from the 
powerful fascination. 

Yet, as the effects of time may by art and industry 
be accelerated or retarded, it cannot be improper to 
consider how this troublesome instinct may be opposed 
when it exceeds its just proportion, and instead of re- 
pressing petulance and temerity, silences eloquence 
and debilitates force ; since, though it cannot be hoped 
that anxiety should be immediately dissipated, it may 
be at least somewhat abated j and the passiom will 
operate with less violence, when reason rise* against 
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them, than while she either slumbers in neutrality, 
or, mistaking her interest, lends them her assistance* 

No cause more frequently produces basbfulnesf 
than too high an opinion of our own importance. 
He that imagines an assembly filled with his merit, 
panting with expectation, and hushed with attention, 
easily terrifies himself with the dread of disappointing 
them, and strains his imagination in pursuit of some- 
thing that may vindicate the veracity of fame, and 
shew that his reputation was not gained by chance. 
He considers, that what he shall say or do will never 
be forgotten ; that renown or infamy are suspended 
upon every syllable, and that nothing ought to fall 
from him which will not bear the test of time. 
Under such solicitude, who can wonder that the mind 
is overwhelmed, and by struggling with attempts 
above her strength, quickly sinks into languishment 
and despondency? 

The most useful medicines are often un pleasing to 
the taste. Those who are oppressed by their own re- 
putation, will perhaps not be comforted by hearing 
that their cares are unnecessary. But the truth is, 
that no man is much regarded by the rest of the 
world. He that considers how little he dwells upon 
the condition of others, will learn how little the at- 
tention of others is attracted by himself. While we 
see multitudes passing before us, of whom perhaps 
not one appears to deserve our notice or excite our 
sympathy, we should remember, that we likewise are 
lost in the same throng; that the eye which happens 
to glance upon us is turned in a moment on him that 
follows us, and that the uimost which we can rea« 
sonably hope or tear, is to fill a vacant hour with 
prattle, and be forgotten. 
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